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HE public may depend -on the. 

: following fragments as.- genuine 
remains of ancient Scottifh poetry. The 
date of their compofition cannot be ex- 


actly afcertained.. Tradition, in the 


country where they were-written, refers . 
them to an era of the moft remote anti-- 


quity:. and‘ this tradition is fupported by 


the fpirit and {train of the poems them- - 


which abound. with thofe 
ideas, and paint*thofe manners, that 
belong to the: moft early ftate:of fo- 
eiety. The- diction too, in the origi- 
nal, is very obfolete; and differs wide- 
iy from the ftyle of fuch poems as have - 
Been written in the fame language two 
or three centuries ago. 


felves ; 


They were cer- 
tainly compofed before the. eftablith-- 
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ment of clanfhip in the northern part 
of Scotland, which is itfelf very an- 
cient; for had clans been then formed 
nd‘ known, they muft have made a con- 
eam figure in the work of a Highland 
Bard ; BL Bacio rts is not the leaft men- 
tion of them in thefe poems. It is remark- 
able that there are found inthem no allu- 
fionsto the Chriftian religion or worfhip s. 
indeed, few traces of religion of any kind. 
One circumftance feems to prove them 
to be coeval with the very infancy of 
Chriftianity in Scotland. In a frag- 
ment of ‘the fame poems, which the 
tranflator has feen, »a Culdee or Monk 
is reprefented as defirous to take down 
in writing from. the mouth of Ofcian, 
who is the principak perfonage in feveral 
‘of the following fragments, his warlike 
atchievements and thofe of his family. 
But Ofcian treats the monk and hisreli- 
sion with difdain, telling him, that ithe 
deeds of {uch great men were fubjects too 
high 


[ © 

high to be recorded by him, or byrany 
of his religion: A full proof that 
Shriftianity was not as yet eftablithed 
in the country. 


Though the poems now publifhed 
appear as detached. pieces in this col- 
lection, there is. ground to believe that 
moft of them were otiginally eptfodes 
ef a greater work which related to the 
wats of Fingal. Concerning, this. hero 
innumerable traditions remain; to this 
day, in the Highlands of Scotland. The 
ftory of Ofcian,, his fon, is fo generally 
known, that to defcribe one in-whom 
the race of a. great family ends, it has 
pafled intoa proverb 5.“ Ofcian the laft 
“of the heroes.” 


There can be no doubt. that thefe 
poems ‘are to: be afcribed to. the Bards ; 
4 race of men well known to have conti- 
nued throughout many ages: in Ireland - 
and 


: mS 
andthe north of Scotland.’ Every chief 
or great man had in-his family a Bard or 
poet, whofe- office it was to record int 

verfe, the illuftrious ations of that fa= 

mily. Bythe fucceffion of thefe Bards, 

fach poems were handéd down from race 

to race; fome in manufcript, but more* 

by oral tradition... And tradition, in a: 

country fo. free of intermixture with fo- 

reigners, and among'a people-fo ftrong-- 

ly attached to the memory of ‘their an-- 

ceftors,. has preferved many of ‘them in* 

a:great meafure incorrupted to this-day. 


They are-not fet to mufic, nor fung. 
The. verfification in the’ original is- 
fimple ;. and to: fuch as underftand the: 
language, very fmooth and’ beautiful. 
Rhyme is feldom ufed: but the cadence, . 
and the length: of the line varied, foas to 
fuit the fenfe. The tranflation is ex- 
tremely literal. Even the arrangement 
im of the words in the original has been 
imitated ; 


vii 


j 


imitated; to which muft’ be, inyputed 
‘fome inverfions in the ftyle, that othere 
wife would not.have been chofen. 


Of the poetical merit of thefe frag- 
wments nothing fhall here be faids | Let 
the public judge, and. pronounce. © It 
is believed,. that, .by a careful:inquiry, 
many more remains of ancient genius, 
no. lefs.valuable than thofe now given: 
to the world, might be found in: the 
fame country where, thefe have been 
collected. .In, particular there-is reafon 
‘to hope that one work of confiderable 
‘lenoth, and which deferves to-be:{ftyled 
an heroic poem, might be recovered and 
tranflated, if encouragement were given 
‘to fuch an undertaking. . The fub- 
ject is, an invafion of Ireland «by 
Swarthan King of Lochlyn;: which is 
the name of Denmark in the Erfe-lan- 
guage. Cuchulaid, the Generalor Chief 
- ofthe Irifhtribes, upon intelligence of the 
invafion, 


[ viii | 
invafion, affembles his forces. 
are held; and battles fought. 


Councils 
But AT 


ter feveral unfuccefsful engagenients, 
the Irith are forced to fubmit. At 
length, Fingal King of Scotland, called 
in this poem, “ The Defert of the hills,” 
afrives with his fhips to affift Cuchu- 
laid. He -expels the Danes from the 
country; and returns home victorious. 
This poem is held to be of greater anti- 
quity than any of the reft that are pre- 
ferveds. And the author {peaks of him- 
felf as prefent ia the expedition of Fin- 
gal. The three laft poems in the collec- 
tion are fragments which the tranflator 
obtained of thisepic poem; and though 
very imperfect, they were judged not 


unworthy of being ‘inferted, 


If the 


whole were recovered, it might ferve te- 
throw confiderable liokt upon the Scot- 
tith and. Irith antiquities. 


FRA G 


FRAGMENT 
‘. 


SHILRIC, VINVELA, 


VIny se LAY 


: Y love is a fonof ‘the hill. 
M He purfues the flying deer. 
His grey dogs are panting 
around him; his bow-ftring founds ia 
the wind. Whether by the fount of 
the rock, or by the ftream of the 
mountainthoulieft; whentherufhesare 
nodding with the wind, and the mift 
is flying over thee, let me approacla 
my love unperceived, and fee him 
from the rock. Lovely I faw thee 
firft by the aged oak; thou wert re- 
turning tall from the chace ; the faireft 
among thy friends. 
B SHILRI Ce 


SorL Ra Ce 


Wuar voice is that I hear? that 
voice like the fummer-wind, ——I fit 
not by the nodding rufhes; I hear not 
the fount of the rock. Afar, Vinvela, 

afar I go ko the wars of Fingal. My 

dogs attend me no more. No more 
I tread the hill. No more ftom on 
high I fee thee, fair-moving by the 
{tream of the plain; bright as the 
bow of heaven; as the moon on the 
weftern wave. 


VINVEL A, 


THEN thou art gone, O Shilric! 
and I am alone on the hill. The 
deer are feen on the brow: void of 
fear they graze along. No more they 
dread the wind ; no more the ruftling 
tree. The hunter is far removed; 


he 


bre | 


he is in the field of graves. Stran= 


gers! fons of the waves! {pare my 
lovely Shilric.. 


SHILRIC. 


Fr fall I muft in the field, raife high 
my grave, Vinvela. 
heaped-up earth, fhall mark me to future 
times. When the hunter fhall fit by 
the mound, 


Grey ftones, and 


nd. produce his food at 
noon, ** eae warrior refts. here,” he 
will fay; and my fame fhall live in his 


praife. Remember me, Vinvela, whens 


low on earth I he! 


‘ey 
member thee—indeed 
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T will fee where often. thou fatteft return- 


ing from the chace. Indeed, my Shil- 
will fall; but I will remember 


“ 
wy 
Sia 


him, 


iT. 


Sir by the mofly fountain: on the 
top of the hill of winds. One trees 
ruftling above me. Dark waves roll 
over the heath. The lake is troubled 
below. The deer defcend from the 
hill. No hunter at a diftance is feen; 
no whiftling cow-herd is nigh. It ts 
mid-day: but allis filent. Sad are my 
thoughts as I fit alone. Diditt thou 
but appear, O my love, a wanderer on 
the heath! thy hair floating on the 
wind behind thee; thy bofom heaving 
en the fieht; thine eyes full of tears 
for thy friends, whom the mift of the 
hill had concealed! Thee I would com- 
fort, my love, and bring thee to thy 


(oo ee Pe " 
father’s houfe. 


Bur is it the that there appears, like 
a beam of light onthe heath? bright 


2 
a 


mn 
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as the moon in autumn, as the fin ‘in 
a {fummer-{ftorm?—She fpeaks: but 
how weak her voice! like the breeze 
in the reeds of the pool. Hark?! 


RETuRNEST thou fafe from the war? 
Where are thy friends, my love? I 
heard of thy death on the hill; I heard. 
and mourned thee, Shilric! 


Yes, my fair, I return; but I alone 
of my race. Thon fhalt fee them no 
more: their graves I raifed on the plain.. 
But why art thou on the defert hill? 
why on the heath, alone? 


ALoneE Iam, O Shilric! alone in the 
nter-houfe. With grief for thee I ex- 


+ 


Shilric, Iam pale in the tomb. 


SHE fleets, fhe failsaway ; as grey 
mift before the wind !—and, wilt thou 
not 


not ftay, my love? Stay and behold 
mytears? fair thou appeareft, my love! 
fair thou waft, when alive! 


By the mofly fountain J will fit; on 
the top of the hill of winds. When 
mid-day is filent around, converfe, 
my love, with me! come on the wings 
of the gale! on the blaft of the moun- 
tain, come! Let me hear thy voice, as 
thou paffeft, when mid-day is filent a- 
round. 


VENING is grey onthe hills. The 
north wind refounds through the 
woods. White clouds rife onthe fky: the 
trembling fhow defcends. The river howls 
afar, along its winding courfe. Sad, 
by a hollow rock, the grey-hair’d Carry 
fat. Dry fern waves over his head ; his 
feat is in an aged birch. ‘Clear to the 
roaring winds he lifts his voice of woe. 


Tossrep on the wavy ocean is He, 
the hope of the ifles; Malcoim, the 
fupport of the poor; foe to the proud 
inarms! Why haft thou left us behind? 
why live we to mourn thy fate? We 
might have heard, with thee, the voice 
of the deep; have feen the oozy rock. 


Sap on the fea-beat fhore thy fpoufe 
looketh for thy return. The timeof 


thy 


ES ae) 

thy promife is come; the night is: ga 
thering around. Buc no white: fail is 
on the fea; no voice is heard except 
the bluftering winds. Low is the foul 
of the war! Wet are the locks of youth! 
By the foot of fome rock thou lieft ; 
wathed: by the waves as they come. 
Why, ye winds, cid ye bear him on 
the defert rock? Why, ye wayes, did 
ye roll over him? | 


Bur; Oh! what: voice is that? 
Who rides on that meteor of fire! Green 
are his airy limbs. “It is he! it is the 
ghott of Malcolm !—Reft, lovely foul, 
ref on the rock ; and let me hear thy 
voice !—He is gone,. like a’ dream of 
thenight. I fee him throughthe trees: 
Daughter of Reynold! he is gone. 
Thy fpoufe fhall return ne more. No 
more fhall his hounds come fromthe 
hill, forerunners of their maiter.. No 
niore from: the diftant rock ‘fhall his 
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voice greet thine ear. Silent is he in 
the deep, unhappy daughter of Rey- 
nold ! 


IT will fit by the ftream of the plain. 
Ye rocks! hang over my head. Hear 
my voice, ye trees! as ye bend on the 
hagey hill. My voice fhall preferve 
the praife of him, the hope of the 
ifles. 


ae: 


CONNAL, CRIMORA, 


CRIMORA. 


HO cometh from the hill, like 

a cloud tinged with the beam 

of the weft? Whofe voice is that, loud 

as the wind, but pleafant as the harp of 

Carryl? It is my love in the light of 

{teel; but fad is his darkened brow. 

Live the mighty race of Fingal? or 
what difturbs my Connal! 


CoNNAL. 


TueEy live. I faw them return from 
the chace, like a ftream of light. The 
fun was on their fhields: In a line they 
defcended the hill. Loud isthe voice of 
(oa the 
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“the youth; the war, my love, is near. 
To-morrow the enormous Dargo comes 
totry the force of our race. The race of 
Fingal he defies ; the race of battle and 
wounds. 


CRIMORA. 


ConnaL, I faw his fails like grey mift 
on the fable wave. “They came to land. 
‘Connal, many are: the warriors. “of 
Dargo | 


‘Can NAL. 


‘Brine me thy father’s fhield ; theiron 
‘fhield of Rinval; that thield like the 
full moon when it is darkened in the 
iky. 


CRIMORAs 


CRIMOR‘A. 


THat fhield I bring, O Connal; but 
“it did not defend my father. By the 
“fpear of Gauror he fell. Thou mayft 
fall, O Connal! 


CONN A‘L. 


Fatty indeed I may.: But raife my 
‘tomb, Crimora. Some ftones, a mound 
of earth, fhall keep my memory. 
Though fair thou art, my love, as the 
‘light ; more pleafant than the gale of 
the hill; yet Iwill not ftay. Raife my 
‘tomb, Crimora. 


CRIMORA. 


THEN give me thofe arms of light; 
that {word, and that fpear of fteel. 1 
hall meet Dargo with thee, and aid my 
lovely 
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lovely Connal. Farewell, ye rocks of 
Ardven! ye deer! and ye ftreams of 
the hill | We fhall return no more. 
Our-tombs are diftant far. 


V. 


UruMN is dark on the mountains ; 
erey mift refts onthe hills. The 
whirlwind is heard onthe heath. Dark 
rolls the river through the narrow plain. 
A tree ftands alone on the hill, and 
marks the grave of Connal. The leaves 


whirl round with the wind, and ftrew 
: b i 


At times are 
feen here the ghofts of the deceafed, 


the grave of the dead. 


when the mufing hunter alone ftalks 
flowly over the heath. 


Wo can reach the fource of thy 


race, O Connal? and who recount thy 


Fathers? ‘Thy family grew like an oak 
on the mountain, which meeteth the 
wind with its lofty head. But now it 
is torn from the earth. Who fhall fup- 


ply the place of Con nal? 


HERE 
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Here was the din of arms; and. 
here the groans-of the dying. Mourn- 
ful.are the wars of Fingal! O Connal: 
it was here thou didft fall. Thine arm. 
was like a. ftorm; thy fword, a beam 
of the fky.; thy height, a rock on the 
plain; thine eyes, a furnace of fire. 
Louder than a ftorm was thy voice, 
when thou confoundedft the field. War- 
riors fell by thy fword, as the thiftle by 
the ftaff of a boy. 


Darco ther ge eame on, like a: 
cloud. of thunde His brows were con- 
tracted and Kae His eyes like two 
caves in a rock. Bright rofe their 
fwords on each fide; dire was the clane 

of their fteel. 


Tre dauehter of Rinval was near ; 
Crimora, bright in the armour of man ; 
her hair loofe behind, her bow in her 
hand. She followed the youth to the 
war, 
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war, Connal her much.:beloved. She 
drew the ftring on Dargo; . but erring’; 
pierced her Connal.s He: falls: like an 
oak on the plain; like-a rock from the 
fhaggy hill.. What dhall fhe do, hap- 
lefs maid !—He bleeds. ; ler. eae dies. » 
Allthe night long the cries, and all the 
day, .O ee ny love, .and my 
friend! With. grief. the-fad. mourner 
died. 

Earra here-inciofeth the lovelieft 
pair on the hill. The grafs grows be- 
tween the tones of their tomb ; | fit in 
the mournful fhade. The:wind fighs 
through the grafs; and: their memory 
sufhes-on my mind.-. Undifturbed you: 
now fleeptogether; in the tomb of the 
mountain yourreft alone. 


ON of the noble Fingal, Ofcian, 

Prince of men! what tears ran down 

the cheeks of age? what fhades thy 
1 > 

mighty foul: 


Memory, fon of Alpin, memory 
wounds the aged. Of former times are 
my thoughts ; my thoughts are of the 
noble Fingal. The race of the king re- 
turn into my mind, and wound mewith 
remembrance. 


One day, returned from the fport: of 
the mountains, from purfuinge the fons 
of the hill, we covered this heath with 
ouryouth. Fingal the mighty was here, 
and Ofcur, my fon, great in war. Pair 
on our fight from the fea, at once, a 
virgin came. Her breaft: was like the 
fnow, of one night.: Her cheek like the 


bud 


[ a7 J 
bud of the rofe. Mild. was her blue 
rolling eye: but forrow was big in her 


heart. 


FINGAL renowned in war! fhe cries, 
fons of the king, preferve me! Speak fe- 
cure, replies the king, daughter of beau- 
ty, fpeak : our earis open to all: our 
{words redrefs the injured. 1 fly from 
Ullin, fhe cries, from Ullin famous in 
war. I fly from the embrace of him 
who would debafe my blood. Cremor, 
the friend of men, was my father; Cre- 
mor the Prince of Inverne. 


FInGAL’s younger fons arofe; Carryl 
expert inthe bow; Fillan beloved of 
the fair; and Fergus firft in the race. 
—~ Who from the fartheft Lochlyn? 
who to the feas of Molochafquir? who 
dares hurt the maid whom the fons of 
Fingal guard? Daughter of beauty, reft 

D 2 fecure ; 


[2028] J 
:fecure:;reft-in peace, thou faireft'of we- 
:men. 


Far in the blue diftance of the deep, 
“fome fpot appeared likethe back: of the 
tidge-wave. But foonthe fhip increafed 
sonour fight. The hand of Ulin.drew 

her.to land. The mountains trembled 
_as he moved. ‘The hitls:fheok: at, his 
fLeps. Dire rattled diis-armour around 
him. .Death and. deftru@tion were in his 
eyes. His flature: like the roe of Mor- 
- ven. \He,,moved .in. the Jightning..of 


feel. 


., SOUR -warriours “fell. before-,him, 
dike. the field before the-reapers.Fin- 
gal’s three fons he bound... Heplun- 
ged his {word into the fair-one’s ‘breaft. 
She fell as a wreath of {now before the 
fun in {pring. Her bofom. heaved «in 
death; her foul came_forth in blood. 


OscuR 


[es2gi 7] 
“OscuRr omy! fon: came! down; the 
emighty in battle defcended. His arnvour 
-yattled-asthunder.; and:the lightning of 
his eyes»wasterrible. “There, was-the 
-clafhing of fwords; there, was the voice 
of fteel. They {truck and they thruft; 
they digged for death with their fwerds. 
“But death-was diftant ‘far, and delayed . 
“tocome. The fun began to decline; 
cand the cow-herd thought of home. 
Then Ofcui’s keen fteel found the heart 
sof Ullin. He fell ‘like a mountain-oak 
covered over with gliftering ‘froft: He 
fhone like a rock on the plain. 
‘Here the daughter-of beauty lieth; and 
here the braveft of .men. Here one 
-day ended the fair and the valiant. 
Here reft the purfuer and the _pur- 
fued. 


‘Son of Alpin! the woes of the aged 
are many: their tears are for the paft. 
This raifed my forrow, watriour; me- 
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mory awaked my erief. Ofcur my 
fon was brave; but Ofcur is now no 
more. Thou haft heard my grief, O 
fon of ‘Alpin; forgive the tears of the 


aged. 


VIT. 


X 7HY openett thou afrefh the {pring of 
my grief, O fonof Alpin, inquiring 

how Ofcur fell?) My eyes are blind with 
tears ; but memory beams on my heart. 
How can I relate the mournful death of 
the head of the people! Prince of the 
warriours, Ofcur my fon, fhall I{fee thee 


no more! 


He fell as the moon ina {torm; as 
the fun from the midft of his courte, 
when clouds rife from the waite of the 
waves, when the blacknefS of the ftorm 
inwraps the rocks of Ardannicer, I, like 
an ancient oak on Morven, I moulder 
alone in my place. The blaft hath lop- 
ped my branches away ; and I tremble 
at the wings of. the north. Prince of 
the warriors, Ofcur my fon! fhall I {ee 


thee no more! 


Dermryp and Ofcur were’one?tThey* 
reaped the obattle ‘togethers Their 
friendthip was ftrong as their fteel ; and 
death-walked between them.tothe fields: 
They came on the foe like two rocks 
falling from the brows of Ardven. ‘Their: 
fw or ds were ftained with.the blood of 
the valiant :. warrioars. fainted: at their 
names.. Who was a match for Ofeur, 
but Dermid? and who for Dermid, but. 
©M{cur.? 


Ture killed mighty Dargo~in’ the 
field ;. Dargo before invincible... “His: 
daughter was fair. as- the morn; mild: 
asthe beam of night.. Her eyes, like 
two {tars in a: fhower: her breath, the 
gale of {pring : hex breafts,. as-the new— 
failen {now floating-on the moving heath.. 
The warriours faw her, andloved ; their 
fouls. were fixed on the maid. Each: 
loved her, as his fame; each: muft pof- 
fefs her or die. But het foul was fixed: 
on 


C1 332) 
on, Ofeurs:.my> fon was the youth: of 
herilove. She forgot the blood of her: 
father ; and:loved the hand that: flew « 
him. | 


Son of Ofcian, faid Dermid,: I love; 
O Ofcur,: Ielove this maid.» But-her 
foul <cleaveth ‘unto thee ; and nothing 
cani:heal Dermid.s « Here, pierce this 
bofom, Ofcur; relieve me, my friend; 
with thy fword. 


My fword;: forof Morny,' thall:ne- 
ver be ftained with the: blood:of ‘Der- 
mid.: 


Wuo-then is: worthy to flay me, O 
Ofcur, fon of: Ofcian? Let not my life 
pafsiaway unknown, | Let none but Or 
cur flay me. . Send me with honour to 
theigrave, and let my death be renown- 
ed. 

E DERMID, 


‘DerMID, make ufe of thy fwords 
fon of Morny, wield thy fteel. . Would 
that 1 fell with, thee! that my death 
-came from the hand ef Dermid! 


Fury fought by the brook of the 
mountain; by the ftreams of Branno. 
Blood tinged the filvery ftream, and 
crudled round the moffy ftones. _ Der- 
rraceful fell; fell, and fmiled in 


mid th Cu 
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death. 


Anp falleft thou, fon of Morny:; 
falieft thou by Ofcur’s hand! Dermid 
invincible in war, thus do: fee thee fall! 
—He went, and returned to, the,.maid 
whom he loved; returned, but fhe per- 
ceived his grief. 


Wuy that gloom, fon of Ofcian? 
what fhades thy mighty foul? 


THoucs once renowned forthe bow, 
O 


Po oe 
© maid, F have loft my fame. Fixed on 
a tree by the brook of the hill, is the 
fhield of Gormur the brave, whom in 
battle I flew. I have wafted the day 
in vain, nor. could my arrow pierce it. 


Let me try, fon of Ofcian, the fkill’ 
ef Dargo’s daughter. My hands were 
taught the bow: my father delighted in: 
my {kill. 


Sur went. He ftood behind the 


fhield. Her arrow flew and pierced his 


breaf{t *, 


* Nothing was held by the ancient Highlanders more 
effential to their glory, than to die by,the hand of fome 
perfon worthy or renowned... ‘This was the occafion 
of Ofcur’s contriving to be flain by his miftrefs, now 
that he was weary of life.. In thefe early. times: 
faicide was utterly unknown among that people, and 
no traces of it are-found in the old poetry... Whence 
the tranflator fufpe€ts the account that* follows ef the 
daughter of Dargo killing herfelf, to be the 1 
tien of fome later Bard. 


2 BLESSED 
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Biessep bethat hand of fhow ; and 


blefled thy bow of yew! I fall refolved 


on death : and who but the daughter of 


‘Dargo was worthy to flay me? Lay me 
in’ the earth, my fair-one ; lay me by 


the fide of Dermid. 


Oscur! I have the blood, the foul 
of the mighty Dargo. >Well pleafed I 
ean meet death. My forrow l-can end 
thus;s——-She pierced: her white bofom 
with fteel. She fell; fhe trembled; «and 


died. 


By the brook ‘of the ‘hill their graves 
are laid; a birch’s unequal fhade covers 
their tomb. Often on their green earth- 
en tombs the branchy fons of the moun- 
tain feed, when mid-day is all'in flames, 
and Glence is over all the hills. 


Vill. 


[ogseT | 
VU. 


Y the fide of a rock on the hill, ‘be- 

neath the aged trees, old Ofcian 
fat on the mofs; the laft of the race of 
Fingal. Sightlefs are his aged eyes; 
his beard is waving in the wind. Dall 
through. the leaflefs trees he heard the 
voice of the north. Sorrow revived in 
1is foul: he began and lamented the 
dead. 


How haft thou fallen like an oak, 
with all thy branches roundthee! Where 
is Fingal the King?- where is Ofcur my 
fon? where are all. my race? Alas! in 
the earth they lie. I feel their tombs 
with my hands. I hear the river below 
murmuring hoarfely over the f{tones. 
What doft thou, O river, tome? Thou 
bringeft back the memory of the paft. 


THE 


LE 8& 4 

Tue race of Fingal ftood on thy 
banks,: like a wood’ in a fertile foil. 
Keen were etheir fpears of fteel. » Hardy 
was he who dared to encounter their’ 
rage. Fillan the great was there. “Thou 
Ofcur wert there, my fon! Fingal him- 
felf was there, ftrong in the grey ‘locks 
of years. Full rofe his finewy limbs ; 
and wide his fhoulders fpread. The 
unhappy met with his arm, when the 
pride of his wrath arofe. 


i 1 
talleft of men. He feed on the hilllike 
an oak ; his voice was like the {ftreams of 
the hill. Why reigneth alone, he ‘cries, 
the fon of the mighty Corval? Fingal is 
not ftrone to fave: he is no fupport for 
the people. Tam ftrong-as a itorm in: 
the ocean; as a whirlw ind on the hill. 
Yield, fon of Cor dbs ; Fingal, yield to 


me. 


Oscur 


[ 9 ] 

‘Oscur ftood. forth to meet him:: 
smy fon would meet the foe... But Fin- 
gal came in his {trength, and {miled at 
the vaunter’s boaft. ‘They threw their 
arms round each other; they ftruggled 
onthe plain. The earth is ploughed with 
theirheels. heir bones crack as the boat 
“on the ocean, when it-leaps from wave to 
wave. Long did they toil ; with night, 
they fellion the founding plain; as two 
oaks, with their branches mingled, fall 
crafhing from the hill. The tall fon 
-of Morny.is.bound;..the aged over- 
came. 


Farr. with herlocks of gold, her 
fmooth neck, and her breafts of fhow; 
fair, as the fpirits of the hill when at 
filent noon they glide along the heath; 
‘fair, as the rain-bow of heaven; came 
Minyane the maid. Fingal! the foft- 
ly faith, loofe me my brother Gaul. 
Loofe me the-hope of my race, the ter- 
ror 
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ror of all but Fingal. Can I, replies the 
King, can I deny the lovely daughter 
of the hill? take thy brother, O Min- 
vane, thou fairer than the {now of the 
north ! 


Sucu, Fingal! were thy words ; but 
thy words I hear no more. Sightlefs 
I fit by thy tomb. I hear the wind in 
the wood; but no more I hear my 
friends. The cry of the hunter is over. 
The voice of war is ceafed. 


rrsHov afkeft, fair daughter of the 

ifles! whofe memory 1s preferved 
in thefe tombs? The memory of Ron- 
nan the bold, and Connan the chief of 
men: and of her, the faireft of maids, 
Rivine the lovely and the good. ‘The 
wing of time is laden with care. Every 
moment hath woes of its own. Why 
feek we our grief from afar? or give our 
tears to thofe of other times? But thou 
commandeft, and I obey, O fair daugh- 
ter of the ifles ! 


ConaRr was mighty in war. Caul 
was the friend of ftrangers. His gates 
were open to all; midnight darkened 
not omhis barred door. Both lived upon 
the fons of the mountains. Their bow 
was the fupport of the poor. 

F ConNAN 
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\COnNAN » was. the image lof Conar’s 
Joul. Caul was renewed) in Ronnan his 
fon. Rivine the daughter of Conar was 
the love of Rennan’; Ker brother Con- 
nan was his friend. » She.swas fair as the 
harvefi-moonfetting in thefeas of Molo- 
‘chafquir. Her foul was fettled:on:Ron- 
ian; the youth was the. dream of her 


nil gehts, 


RivINe, my: love! fays:-Ronnan, I go 
to my king-in\ Norway. (A year and 
aday {hall bring me back. Wilt:thou 
be true.te Rennan ? 


‘Ronnan! a year and a day I will 
‘fpend in forrow..- Ronnan, behavellike 
aman, and my foul hall exult! im thy 
valour. Connan my friend, fays Ron- 
nan, wilt thou. preferve .Rivine thy f- 
fter?. Durftan.is.in love with the maid; 

* Suppofed’to be Fetgas ML’ This fragment is tec- 


koned not altogether fo ancient as moft.of the-reft. 


and 
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and foon fhall the fea bring ‘the “ftran-- 


ger to our coalt. 


Rowwan, TE willdefend: Do thou. 
fecurely go. He went. “He return- 
edon his day. But Durftan returned 


before hime 


Give me thy daughter, Conar, fays 
Durftan ; or fear and feel my power. 


He-who dares attempt my fitter, fays 
Gonnan, muft meet this edge of {teel. 
Unerring in battle ‘issmy armt my 
fword, asthe lightning of heaven. 


Ronwan. the cwarriour ‘came; and 
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nan, be this arm ifdeath meet him not 
there. 


Connan! faith Euran, this night 
fhall the ftranger carry thy fifter away. 
My {word fhall meet him, replies Con- 
nan, and he {hall lie low on earth. 


Tue friends met by night, and they 
fought. Blood and fweat ran down 
their limbs as water on the mofly rock. 
Connan falls; and cries, O Durftan, 
be favourable to Rivine!— And is it my 
friend, cries Ronnan, I have flain? O 
Connan! I knew thee not. 


Hr went, and he fought with Dur- 
ftan. Day began to rife on the com- 
bat, when fainting they fell, and expi- 
red. Rivine came out with the morn: 
and —-— O what detains my Ronnan! 
——She faw him lying pale in his blood ; 
and her brother lying pale by his Ste 
W hat 


5 | 
What could fhe, fay? -what; could the 
do? her complaints were many and.vain. 
She opened this grave for the warri- 
ours; and fell into it herfelf, before it 
was clofed; like the fun fnatched away 
in.a {torm. 


seat | 
bes. 


Trou haft heard this tale of grief, 
O fair daughter of the illest Rivine was 
fair.as thyfelf: fhed on her graveja 
tear. 
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TF is night;:and Tam alone, ‘forlorn 
on the hill of ftorms.” The wind is 
heard in the mountain. ‘The torrent 
{hrieks down the rock. No hut receives 
me from the rain ;. forlorn on the hill of 
winds. 


Rise, moon!) from behind» thy 
clouds ;ocftars of the night, a 
Lead me, fome light, to the place where 
my love refts from the toil of the chace! 
his bow near him, ‘unftrung;: his. dogs 
panting around him. But here I saat 
fit alone, ‘by the rock: of the moffy 
ftream. | The flream: and: the wind 
roar; nor can hear the! voicesof my 


love. 


Way delayeth my Shalgarj: whyithe 
fon of the hill, his promife? Here is 
the 


[ a 4 
‘the rock: and the tree; and here the 
roaring ftream. ‘Thou promifedit with 
night to be here. Ah! whither is my 
Shaigar gone? With:thee J would fly 
my father; with thee, my brother of 
pride.’ Our race have long been foes; 
but we are not foes, O Shalgar! 


Crasea littlewhile, O wind! ftream, 
be thou filent a while! let my voice be 
heard over the heath; let my wanderer 
hear me. Shalgar! it is I whocall. Here 
is the tree, and the rock.) Shalgar, my 
Jove!» Tam heres: ‘Why delayeft thou 
thy coming? Alas!. no amiwer. 


Lo!>+:the: moon appeareth. 9 The 
flood is bright in: the vale. The rocks 
are orey on the face of the hill. But 
Ifee him not on the brow; his dogs 
before him tell not that he is coming. 
Here I muft fit alone. 

But 
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uT who are thefe that lie beyond 
me on the heath? Are they my love 
and my brother ? — Speak to me, O my 
friends! they anfwer not. My foul is 
tormented with fears——Ah! they are 
dead. Their fwords are red from the 
fight. O my brother! my brother! 
why haft thou flain my Shalgar? why, 
O Shalgar! haft thou flain my brother? 
Dear were ye both to me! {peak to me; 
hear my voice, fons of my love! But 
alas! they are filent; filent for ever! 
Cold are their breafts of clay! 


Ou! from the rock of the hill, 
from the top of the mountain of winds, 
{peak ye ghofts of the dead! fpeak, 
and I will not be afraid. Whither 
are ye gone to reft? In what cave of 
the hill thall [ fiad yon? 


I fit in my grief. I wait for morn- 
ing in my tears. Rear the tomb, ye 
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fiends of the dead; but clofe it not 
till I come. My life flieth away like a: 
dream:: why fhould I flay behind ? 
Here fhall-I reft with my friends by the 
ftream of the founding rock. When 
right comes-on the hill ;. when the wind 
is upon the heath ; my ghoft fhall ftand 


in the wind, and: mourn the death . of 


my friends. The hunter fhall hear 
from. his booth. He. fhall. fear, but 
love my voice. For fweet (hall my voice 
be for my friends; for pleafant were 


i] 
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they both.to-miec. 


mean 
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GAD! Pam fad indeed » norfmall my 
caufe of woe! — Kirmor) thou haft 
loft no fon; thou haft loftend dauch- 
terof beauty. Connarthe valiant lives;. 
and Annir’ the faireft of maids,’ The 
boughs of thy family flourifh, O Kirt 
mor! but) Armyn is. the laft> of ‘his 
race. au | 


iRrsr, winds of autumn, “rife; blow 
tipon the dark heath! ftreams of the 
nrvountains, roar! howl, ye: tempefts; 
mothe trees! walk through’ ‘broken 
douds, O moon! fhow by intervals thy 
pale face! bring to my mihd that fad 
night, when all my children fell, whew: 
Arindel the mighty fell; when Daura. 
dive lovely. died. 


s 


Datura, miypdaughtephitthou wert 


fair > 


~ 


[ ot 
fair; fair as the moon-on the hills of 
Jura; white as the driven fnow:; {weet as 
the breathing gale. Armor renowned in 
war cante, 2 ome fought Daura’silove ; he 
was not long detiiéds fair was. s the hope 
of their Sichdd. 


Earcu fon of Odgal repined; for 
is brother was flain by Armor. » He 
came, difguifed: like a fon of the fea: 
fair was his {kiff on the wave; white 
his locks of age ; calm ‘his {erious brow. 
Faireft of women, he faid, lovely daugh- 
ter of Armyn! a rock not diftant,ip 
the. fea, bears a tree on its fide; red 
“hines the fruit afar... There Armor 
swaiteth for Daura. Icame to fetch 
his love. Come, fair daughter. of Ar- 
myn! 


‘Sue went:; and fhe called on Armor. 
Nought anfwered, but the fon of the 


sock. vo Armor imy love! my love? 
G 2 why 
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‘why vtormenteft “thow «me vwith’ fear? 
wonte, praceful) fomofsArdnart, come’; 
itigs Daura who'calleth ‘thee !—— Earch 
the: traitor ‘fled laughing to*the land. 
She lifted ‘up ‘her ‘voice, and cried for 
ther brother and: her fathetso. Arindel’t 
cArmym! none to relieve your Daura? 

HER ‘voice came*6ver'the fea. Arin- 
del my fon defcended from the hill; 
rough in the fpoils of the chace. His 
arrows rattled by‘his ‘fides his’ bow’was 
in his hand} five -srey. dogs attended 
‘his fteps... He faw fierce-Earch onthe 
fhore; he feized and bound him to“an 
oak. Thick fly the thongs of the hide 
around ‘his limbs ; ~he Joads=the-wind 
with ‘his groans. 


ARINDEL afcends the’ furgy deep in 
this boat, to’brine Daura to: thedand. 
‘Armor came in his’ wrath, andolet fly 
the -orcy-feathered: fhafteo Tpafune st 

| funk 
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fonk in’ thy heart, O Arindel:my fon? 
for Earch the traitor thou diedft. What 
is thy grief, O Daura, when round 
thy. feet is poured thy brother’s blood! 


Tue boat is broken “in twain by the 
waves. Armor plunges intexthe fea,: to 
re{cue his Daura or die. ‘Sudden a blaft 
from the hill .comes:<over the «waves. 
He funk, and he-rofe no more. 


_. Awong, onthe fea-beat wock, omy 
‘daughter was heard’to complain. Ire- 
“quent and loud were her cries 3: nor 
-could. hér father relieve her. =) All 
night I ftood on the fhore. . All nightd 
‘beard her cries... Loud was the wind ; 
and the rain beat hard on the ‘fide of the 
mountain. Before morning appeared, 
Sher. voice was-weak. It died-away, like 
the.evening-breeze among the grafs. of 
the-rocks. Spent with grief the expired. 
Olay me foon-by her fide. 
: WHEN 
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Wuen the ftorms of the mountain 
come. when the north Jifts the waves 
on high; I fit by the founding fhore, 
and look on the fatal rock. Often by 

the fetting moon‘! fee the ghofts’ of 
my children. Indiftinét, they walk in 
mournful conference together. Will 
none of you {peak to me?-— But they 
do not regard their father. 
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BR wand. 


HE. wind and the rain are over: 

calm is the neon of day. The 
clouds are divided in heaven. Over 
the green hills flies the inconftant fun. 
Red through the fteny vale comes 
down the ftream of the hill. Sweet are 
thy murmurs, O ftream! buat more 
{weet is the voice I hear. It is the voice 
of Alpin the fon of the fong, mourning 
for the dead. Bent is his head of age, 
and red his. tearful eye. Alpin, thou 
fon of the fong, why alone on the fi- 
Jent hill? why complaineft thou, as a 
blaft in the wood; as a wave on the 
lonely fhore ? 


ALPIN. 


My tears, O Ryno! are for the dead. 
my voice, for the inhabitants of the 
orave. ‘Tall thou art on the hill; fair 
among; the fons of the plain., But thou 
{halt fall like Morar ; and. the. mourner 
fhalt fit on thy tomb. The hills fhall 
know thee no more ;.thy bow. fhall. lie in. 
the hall, unftrung. | 


Trou wert fwift, O« Morar! as a 
roe ou the hill; terrible as a meteor of 
fire. ‘Thy wrath was as the ftorm of 
December. Thy fword in battle, as 
lightning in the field.. Fhy voice was 
like a ftream after rain; like.thunder 
on. diftant hills. Many fell by thy 
arm ; they were confumed in the flames 


of thy w rath. 


But when thoureturnedft from war, 
how 


L mR | 
how peaceful was thy brow! Thy face 
was like the fun after rain; like the 
moon in the filence of night; calm as 
the breaft of the Jake when the loud 
wind is laid. 


Narrow is thy dwelling now; dark 
the place of thine abode. ‘With three 
fteps I compais thy grave, O thou who 
walt fo great before! Fonr ftones with 
their heads of mofs are the only memo- 
rial of thee. A tree with fcarce a leaf, 
long grafs which whiftles inv the wind, 
stink to the hunter’s eye the grave of 
the mighty Morar. Morar! thou art 
low indeed.” Thou haft no mother te 
mourn thee; no maid with her.tears of 
love. Dead is fhe that brought thee 
forth. Fallen is the daughter of Mor- 
glan. 


Wuo on his ftaff is this? who is this, 
whofe head is white with age, whofe 
el eyes 
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eyes are red with)tears, who quakes 
at every ftep? —It is thy father, O 
Morar! the -father: of none but ‘thee. 
He heard ofthy famein-battle ; he heard 
of foes difperfed. He heard of Morar's 
fame ;» why did he not hear. of. his 
wound?) Weep, thou father of Morar! 
‘weep; but thy fon heareth- thee -not. 
Deep is the fleep of the dead ; low. their 
pillow of duft. No more {hall he hear 
thy voice; no more fhall he awake at 
thy calle.’ When ‘thal! it be morn in the 
erave, to bid the flumberer awake? 


FAREWELL, thou braveft of men! 
thou conqueror in the field ! -but the field 
dhall fee.thee no more; nor, the.,dark 
«wood be lightened with the fplendor of 
thy ftecl Thou haft left, no fon. 
But the fong fhall preferve thy name. 
‘Future times fhall hear \ef: thee ;:they 
fhall hear of the fallen Morar. 

XU. 


ae CHULAID fat by the wall; by the 
tree of the ruftling leaf+... His 
fpear leaned againft the mofiyorock. 
His fhield lay by him on the. grads. 
Whilft he thought on the mig hty Carbre 
whom he flew “in battle, the {cout of 


the ocean came; Moran the fon of I- 


~thil. 


Riser, Cuchulaid, rife! TI fee the aes 
of Garve. Many are the foe, Cuchula 
many the fons of Lechlyn. 


ra 
a fowl 


Moran! thou ever tremblelt ; thy 
fears increafe the foe. They are the 
fhips of the Defert of hills arrived to af- 
fit Cuchulaid. | 


* This is the opening of the epic poem mentioned 
inithe preface, ‘The two following » fragments are parts 


of fome epifodes of the fanre Lies 


+ The afpen or pop:ar tree. 
7 y 
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yeh faw! thei chief,,|fays:Morah, tathas 
a rock of ice. His fpearis like-that fir; 
his fhield like the rifing moon. He fat 
upon a rock onthe fhore, as.a grey 
cloud upon the hill. Many,: mighty 
man! I faid, many are our heroes) 


Garve, \avelb art thou named *, many 
are the fons of our king. | 


HE anfwered like a wave on the 
rock ; who is. like me here? The va- 
lant live not with me; they go to the 
earth from my hand. The king of the 
Defert of hills alone can fight with 
&arve. Once we wreftled on the hill. 
Our heels. overturned the wood. Rocks 
fell from, their place, and rivulets chan- 
ged their courfe. Three days we ftrove 
together; heroes flood at a diftance, 
and feared. On the fourth, the King 
faith that I fell; but Garve faith,. he 


* Carve fonifies aman of great Aze. 


food. 
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ftdod. Let Cuchulaid yieldto him that 
is {trong.as a ftorm. 


No.«: Eowill never: yield to). mat. 
Cuchulaid will conquer or die. ‘Go, 
Moran, take my fpear; ftrike the fhield 
ef Caithbait which hangs before the 
gate. It never rings in peace. My he- 
roes fhall hear onthe hill. 
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XIV. 


DUCHOMMAR, MORNA, 


DuCHOMMAR. 


3 Orna, thou faireft of women, 

daughter of Cormac-Carbre! 
why in the circle of {tones, in the cave 
of the rock, alone? The ftream mur- 
mureth hoarfely. The blaft groaneth 
in the aged tree. The lake ts troubled 
before thee. Dark are the clouds of 
the fky. But thou art like fnow on 
the heath. Thy hair like a thin cloud 
of gold on the top of Cromleach. ~Thy 


* The fignification of the names in this fragment 
are; Dubhchomar, a black well-fhaped man. Muirne 
- or Morna, a woman beloved by all. Cormac-cairbre, 


an unequalled and rough warriour,. Cromleach,, a 

“crooked hill. Mugruch, a farly gloomy man. 
“Yarman, thunder. Moinie, foft in temper and’ per- 
fon. 


breafts 
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breafts like two fmooth rocks on the hill 
which is feen from the ftream of Bran- 
nuin. Thy arms, as two white pillars 
in the hall of Fingal. 


MoRNA-. 


Wuence the fon of Mugruch, Du- 
chommar the moft gloomy of men? Dark 
are thy brows of tefror. Red thy roll- 
ing eyes. Does Garve appear on the 
fea? What of the foe, Duchommar? 


DucHOMMAR. 


From the hill I return, O Morna, 
from the hill of the flying deer. ‘Three 
have I flain with my bow; three with 
my panting dogs. Daughter of Cor- 
mac-Carbre, I love thee as my foul... I 
have flain a deer for thee. High was 
his branchy head ; and fleet his feet of 
wind. 

MorNA. 
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MoORNA. 


Groomy fon of Mugruch, Duchom- 
mar! I love thee not: hard is thy heart 
of rock ; dark-thy terrible brow. But 
Cadmor the fon of Tarman, thou art 
the love of Morna’ thow art like a fun- 
beam on the hill, in the day of the 
gloomy ftorm. Saweft thou the fon of 
Yarman, lovely on the hill of the chace? 


Here the daughter of Cormac-Carbre 


waiteth the coming of Cadimor. 


DuCHOMMAR. 


Anp long fhall Morna wait. His 
blood is on my fword. JT met him by 
the mofly ftone, by the oak of the noify 
ftream. He fought ;. but I flew. him, 
his. blood is. on my fword. High on 


the hill I will raife his tomb, daughters 


of Cormac-Carbre. »~But love thou the 
fon 


[ a 
fon of Mugruch.;. his-arm is {trong as # 
ftorm.- 


MorRN Az 


Anp is the fon of Tarman fallen ~ 


the youth with the breaft of fnow:! the. 
firft in the chace of the hill; the foe 


of the fons: of the ocean ! —-Duchom-: 


mar, thou art gloomy indeed ;. cruel is 
thy arm to me. But-give me that. 


fword,. fon. of Mugruch; I love the. 


blood of Cadmor. 


[He gives her the fword, with which 
fhe inftantly ftabs him. | 


Bu Cc HO MM A Ro. 


Daucurer of Cormac-Carbre, thou: 


haft pierced Duchommar-!’ the fword is 
cold in my. breaft ; thow haft killed the 
fon of Mugruch. Give me to Moinie 
L ARE 
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the maid; for much fhe loved Duchom- 
mar. My tomb fhe will raife on the 
hill; the hunter fhall fee it, and praife 
me. But draw the fword from my 
fide, Morna ; I feel it cold. ——— 


[Upon her coming near him, he ftabs 
her. As fhe fell, fhe plucked a ftone 
from the fide of the cave, and placed it 
betwixt them, that his blood might not 
be mingled with hers. ] 


E BF 4 
XV. 


x 4 as is Gealchoffa my love, the 

daughter of Tuathal-Teachvar ? 
I left her in the hall of the plain, when J 
fought with the hairy Ulfadha. Re- 
turn foon, fhe faid, O Lamderg! for 
here I wait in forrow. Her white breatt 
rofe with fighs ; her cheek was wet 
with tears. © But fhe cometh not to meet 
Lamderg; or footh his foul after battle. 
Silent is the hall of joy; I hear not 
the voice of the finger. Brann does 
not fhake his chains at the gate, glad 
at the coming of his mafter. Where 
is Gealchofla my love, the daughter of 
Tuathal-Teachvar? 


* The fignification of the names in this fragment are; 
Gealchoflack, white-legged. Tuathal-Teachtmhar, 
the furly, but fortunate man. - Lambhdearg, bloody- 
hand. Ulfadha, long beard. Firchios, the conque- 
ror of men. ’ 


I 2 LAMDERG! 


{ 6 ] 


SLamperc! fays Firchios foniof Ay- 
edon, Gealchofla may be on the hills 
d4he:and her chofen maids punto the 
flying deer. ! 


Frrcuios! no -noife I hear. “No 
found in the .wood of the hill. Ne 
deer fly in my fight ; no :panting dog 
purfueth. I fee not Gealchofla’ my 
Jove ;:fair as the-full .moon setting on 
the hills of Cromileach..*Go, Firchios'! 
goto Allad*, the grey-haired fon «of 
the rocks: He: liveth din the -citcle!sof 
ftones,; ‘he may. tell of Gealchoflasi ior 


of Annan! faith 'Firchios; thou who 
dwelle{ in the-rock; thou who trem+ 
-bleft: alone:; what -faw thine. eyes,:of 
at 

™ 


of fa, ati bneed Allad: the ile ‘UL 


me Altad. is ‘slainly 2 ‘Braid contokeds on this occa: 
fion. . 90 
Ca NTA.| in 


[ & ] 
“méthe fon:of Carbre: He camer'like a 
cloud from the hill; he hummed a fur 
dy fong as he came, ‘like a: ftormoin 
Jeaflefs wood. He entered the hall of 
the plain. Lamderg, he éried, moft 
dreadful cf men! fight, or yieldte Ul- 
din. Lamderg,: replied ‘Gealchofla, 
Lamderg ‘is not here: he fights »the 
hairy Ulfadha; mighty man, he isnot 
here. But Lamderg never yields 5~he 
‘will fight the fon.of Carbre. Lovely-art 
thou, O daughter of Tuathal-Feach- 
vat! faid Ulin. J carry thee to the 
hhoufe of Carbre ;. the valiant fhalhave 
‘Gealchoffa. Three days from the top 
of Cromleach: will I call Lamderg to 
fight. . The fourth, .you. belong to-Ul- 
Hin, if *Lamderg-die, :orfly my fwordac 


AtLap! peace to thy dreams’ — 
found the horn, Firchios! —. Ullin. may 
hear, and meet me on the top of Crom- 
leach, es | 


LAMDERG 


[ wey 

LAMDERG rufhed on like a ftorm. 
On his fpear he leaped over rivers. Few 
were his ftrides upthe hill. ‘The rocks 
fly back from his heels; loud crafhing 
they bound to the plain. His armour, 
his buckler rung. He hummed a furly 
fong, like the noife of the | falling 
ftream. Dark as a cloud he ftood a- 
bove; his arms, like meteors, fhone. 
From the fummit of the hill, he rolled 
a rock. Ullin heard in the hall of 
Carbre. 
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HE youth I fing, who, to himfelf unknown, 

Loft to the world and Careponta’s throne, 
Sprung o’er his mountains to the arms of Fame, 
And, wing’d by Fate, his fire’s avenger, came 
That knowledge learn’d, fo long deny’d by eit 
And found that blood, as merit, made him 

The aged chieftain on the bier is laid, 

And grac’d with all the honours of the dead ; 
The youthful warriors, as the corfe they bear, 
Droop the fad head, and thed the gen’rous tear. 


For Abria’s fhore, Tay’s winding banks they leave, 


| And bring the Hero to his father’s grave. 


A His 
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‘His filial. tears the godlike Atrin fheds, 
And tow’rds the foe his-gallant warriors leads. 
The. chief along his filent journey wound, 
And fix’d his rainy eyes upon the ground; 
Behind advane’d‘his followers fad and flow, 

In all the dark folemnity of woe. 

Mean time fierce Scanpinavia’s hoftile pow?r, 
Its {quadrons {pread along the murnring fhore; 
Prepar’d, at once, the city to invade, 

And conquer Careponia inher head. 

His camp, for night, the royal Suzno forms, 
Refolv’d with-morn to ufe his Danith arms. 

Now in the gcean funk the flaming day, 
And ftreak’d the ruddy weft with fetting ray 5 
Around great Inputpn, in-the.fenate fat 
The noble Chiefs of Carzeponza’s ftate. 

In mental fcales they either forces weigh, 
And att, before, the labours of the day; 
Arrange in thought their:Ca;L epee might, 
And bend their little army to the fight. 

Thus they confult. Brave Auprn’s martial gait, 
Approach’d the portals of the dome of ftate; 
Refolv’d to offer to his king and lord, 

The gen’rous fervice of his trufty fword. 


Th’ tn- 


Pi: OFM. 


Th’ unvfual fight the gallant chief admtres, 
The bending arches and’the’lofty fpires. 

On either fide the gate, in order ftand’ 

The antient Kings of Carzponra’s land. 

The marble lives, they breathe within the ftone, 
And ftil; as once, the royal warriors frown. 
The Fercvs’s are feen above the gate ; 

This firft created, that reftor’d the flate. 

In warlike pomp, the awful forms appear, 

And, bending, threaten from the ftone the {pear ; 

While to their fide young Acsren-feems to rife, 

And on her fathers turns-her fmiling eyes. 

And next appears Grecorrus’ awful name, 
Hiserntia’s conqu’ror fora aa Ge fame. 
Incafs’d in arms, the royal Hero ftand 
And gives his captive all his doe cig waits 
The filial heart of haplefs Arr1 n’s fon,. 

In marble melts and beats within the ftone. 

Revenge ftill fparkles in the Hero’s-eye ; 

Around the Picts, a namelefs flaughter, lye. 

The youthful warrior thus reviews, with joy, 
The godlike feries of his anceftry. 

The godlike forms the drooping Hero cheer, 

And keen ambition half believes the feer: 

A. 2 
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Eager he fhoots into the fpacious gate ; 
His eye commands, without his followers wait. 
No frowning fpear-man guards the awful door ; 
No borrow’d terror arms the hand of pow’r : 
No cringing bands of fycophants appear, 
To fend falfe echoes to the monarch’s ear. 
Merit’s foft voice, oppreffion’s mournful groan, 
Advance’d, unftiffl’d, to th’ attentive throne. 
The Hero, ent’ring, took his folemn ftand 
Among the gallant warriors of the land. 
His manly port, the ftaring chiefs admire, 
And half-héard whifpers blow the foldiex’s fire. 
A while his form engag’d the monarch’s eyes, 
At length he raifed the mufic of his voice. 
“ Whence is the youth? I fee fierce Denmark 
warms 
Each gen’rous breaft, and fires ’em into arms. 
A face once known is in that youth expreft, 
And mends a dying image in my breaft.” 
He faid: And thus the Youth; “’midft rocks afar, 
J heard of Denmark, and of Sueno’s war. 
My country’s fafety in my bofom rofe; 


For Careponia’s fons fhould meet her foes. 


Al POM IM: 

We ought not meanly wait'the ftorm at home, 

But ruth afar, and break. it ’ere it come. 

Few are my foll’wers, but thefe few are true ; 

We come to ferve our country, fame, and you 1 
He faid: The king retorts ; “ thy form, thy mind, 

Declare the {cion of a gen’rous kinds: 

With Scoria’s foes maintain.the ftern debate, 

And fpring from valour to the arms of flate. 

Whoe’er would raife his houfe in-Arzion, fhow’d: 

Lay the foundation inher en’mies’ blood.” 

Thento the Chiefs: “ Supporters of my: throne, 
Your fires brought oft the Roman Eagles down. 
Yourfelves, my lords, have caus’d the haughty 
Dawne,- 

To curfe the land; he-try’d fo oft in vain. 

Norvegian firs oft brought them o’er the waves,. 

For Arsion’s crown; but ALBION gave’em graves.- 

Be ftill the fame, exert: yourfelves like. men, . 

And of th’ invaders wath our:rocks again. 

Tho’ few. our-numbers, thefe,.in arms grown old, ; 

In:Arsion’s and in-Inpurpn’s caufe are bold. 

The brave man looks not, when the clarion founds,, 

To. hoftile numbers, but-his country’s wounds ;. 


A3 Bold. 


The 'HicHLanvDER: 
Bold to the laft and dauntlefs he’ll go on, 
At once his country’s foldier and her fon.” 

The monarch thus his royal mind exprett ; 
The patriot kindling in each gen’rous breaft. 
Each chieftain’s mind with pleafure goes before, 
Already mingling with the battle’s roar. 

In thought each Hero fweeps the bloody plain, 
And deals, in faney, death upon the Dane, 

Dumear arofe, the brave remains of wars, 
Silver’d with years, o’er-run with honeft {ears ; 
Great in the fenate, in the field renown’d ; 

The fenior flood: attention hung arround. 

He thus: ‘ Fierce. Denmark. all the North 

commands, 

And belches numbers on our neighb’ring lands, 
Pngland’s fubdu’d, the Saxons are o’ercome, 
And meanly own a Danith lord at home. 
Scarce now a blaft from Scanpinavia roars, 
But wafts a hoftile {quadron to our thores. 
One fleet deftroy’d, another crowns the waves, 
The fons feem anxious for their father’s graves : 
Thus war returns in an eternal round, 
Battles on battles prefs, and wound on wound. 
Our 
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Our numbers thinn’d, our godlike warriors dead, 
Pale Careponta hangs her fickly head ; 

We muft be wife, be frugal of our ftore, 

Add art to arms, and caution to our pow’r. 
Beneath the fable mantle of the night, 

Ruth on the foe, and, latent, urge the fight. 
Condué with few may foil this mighty pow’r, 
And Denmarx fhun th’ inhofpitable fhore,” 

The fenior {poke: a gen’ral voice approves; 
To arm his kindred-bands each chief removes. 
Night from the eaft the droufy world invades, 
And clothes the warriors in her dufky fhades.: 
The vaffal-throng advance, a manly cloud, 

And with their fable ranks the chieftains fhroud. 

Fach chief, now here, now there, in armour fhines, 

Waves,thro’ the ranks, and draws the lengthen’d 
lines. 

Thus, on a night when rattling tempefts war, 
Thro’ broken clouds appears a blazing ftar ; 

Now veils its head, now rufhes on the fight, 
And fhoots a livid horror thro’ the night. 

The full form’d columns, in the midnight hour, 

Begin their filent Journey tow’rds the fhore : 


Thro’ 
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Vhro’ ev’ry rank the chiefs inciting roam,.- 
And rouzing whifpers hifs along the gloom..- 

A rifing hill, whofe night-invelop’d brow. 
Hung o’er: th’ incamped fquadrons of. the foe,- 
Shoots to the deep its ooze immantled arm, 
And, fteadfaft, ftruggles with the raging ftorm ;: 
Here ends the moving hoft its winding road+ 
And here condenfes, like a fable: cloud, 
W hich long: was gath’ring on the mountain's brow;.- 
Then broke in thunder on the vales below. 
Before the king maintain the calm debate : 
This waits the equal conteft of the day, 
That rufhes, headlong, to the-nightly fray. 

At length young Arpin ftood, and thus begun;. 
“ Great king, fupporter of our antient throne !° 
Brought up in mountains,. and from councils far, 
J‘am a novice in the art’ of war 3° 
Yet hear this thought.---Within the womb of night, . 
Confirm the troops, and arm the youth for fight 3. 
While foftly-treading to yon’ camp I go, 
And niark the difpofition of the foe :: 
Or, wakeful, arm they for the difmal fight;. 


Gr; wrapt within the lethargy of night, 
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Are left abandon’d to our Scortisn fword, 

By fleep’s foft hand, in fatal chains fecur’d. 

If Denmark fleeps in night’s infolding arms, 
Expect your {py to point out latent ftorms ; 

But, they in arms, too long delay’d my fpeed, 
Then place the faithful feout among the dead.” 

A gen’ral voice th’ exploring thought approves, 
And ev’ry wifh with youthful Arrin moves. 

The Hero flides along the gloom of night, 
The camp-fires fend afar their gleaming light ; 
Athwart his fide the trufty fabre flies, 

The various plaid hangs, plaited, down his thighs : 
The crefted helm waves, awful, on his head; 

His manly trunk the mail and corflet thade ; 

The pond’rous fpear fupports his dufky way ; 
The waving fteel reflects the ftellar way. 

Arriv’d, the dauntlefs youth folemnly flow, 
Obfervant, mov’d along the filent foe. 

Some ’brac’d in arms the midnight vigil keep, 
Some o’er the livid camp-fires nod to fleep: 

The feeding courfer to the ftake is bound, 

The proftrate horfeman ftretch’d along the ground : 
Extended here the brawny footman lay, 


And, dofing, wore the lazy night away. 
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The watchman-there, by. fleep’s foft hand: o’er- 
power’d, 

Starts at the blaft, and half unfheaths his fword.. 

Th’ exploring youth,-thro’ night’s involving cloud, 

Circling the foe, their difpofition view’d.. 

Atlength the Hero’s dufky journey ends,. 

Where Haco feafted with his Danith friends; 

Haco, by'more than Sueno’s blood, was great ;: 

The.promis’d monarch of. the triple frate. 

The Scandinavian camp’ the youth fecur’d 

With watchfal-troops, and not unfaithful fword.- 
Two oaks, from earth by, headlong tempefts torn, 

Supply: the fire, and in-the. circle burn. 

Around with focial talk the feaft they: fhare,- 

And:drown:in bowls the CaLEDoNIAN war: 

O’erpower’d;. at length, by flumbe’s filken hand, 

They prefs the beach, and cow’r upon the ftrand. 
A gallant.deed the: Mountain-youth-defign’d,. 

And.nurs’d a growing action in his mind. 

Awful. the chief advane’d: his armour bright: 

Reflects, the fire.and fhines along.the night. 

Hov’ring he ftood above. the fleeping band;. 

And fhone; an awful column,.o’er the-ftrand.. 

Thus,. 
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‘Thus, often to the midnight traveller, 
The ftalking figures of the dead appear-: 
‘Silent the fpectre tow’rs before the fight, 
And fhines, an. awful-image, thro’ the night. 
Atilength the giant phantom hovers o’er 
Some grave unhallow’d, ftain’d with murder’d gore. 
Thus Appin ftood: He exiles to-the dead 
-Six,warrior-youths ; the trembling. remnant fled ; 
‘Young Haco ftarts, unfheaths-his fhining fword, 
And views his friends in iron-chains fecur’d. 
‘He rufhes, headlong, on the daring foe ; 
The godlike Avr1n_ renders: blow for blow. 
Their clatt’ring {words on either armour fell ; 
Fire flafhes round, as-fteel.contends with fteel. 
Young Axrrin’s {word on Haco’s helmet. broke, 
And to the ground the ftagg’ring warrior took. 
Leaning on his.broad fhield the hero bends; 
Axpin, aloft in air, his {word iufpends : 
His arm up-rais’d, he downward bends his brow, 
But f{corn’d.to take advantage of -the.foe. 
Young Haco from his hand the weapon threw, 
And from his flaming breaft thefe accents drew. 
<¢ \Braveft of men! who cou’d thro’ night come on; 


Who durft attack, and foil an hoft alone. 
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I fee the man high on the warrior plac’d, 

Both mend each other in your noble breaft. 
Accept, brave man, the friendfhip of a Dane, 
Who hates the Scot, but yet can love the man.” 
He faid: while thus the Scot; “ with joy, I find 
The man fo pow’rful in an en’my’s mind ; 

Your forces fled, amidft night’s dark alarms, 
You both cou’d fland, and ufe your gallant arms: 
Such valiant deeds thy dauntlefs foul confefs, 
That I the warrior, tho’ the Dane, embrace.” 

His brawny arms he round the Hero flung ; 
As they embrace the clafhing corflets rung. 

The Dane refumes: * With the fun’s rifing beam, 
We-may, in fields of death, contend for fame; 
Receive this fhield, that, midft to-morrow’s ftorms, 
Haco may, grateful, fhun his well-known arms.’ 

He faid, and gave the gold-enamel’d round ; 
While, as he reach’d, the ftudded thongs refound. 
The amicable colloquy they end, 

And each a foe, clafp’d in his arms a friend. 

This to the camp his dufky journey bends ; 

While that to Ausion’s chiefs the hill afeends. 
Th’ exploring journey, all, with pleafure, hear, 


/nd own the valiant {cout their noble care. 
Diffolv’d 
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Diffolv'd the council, the attacle declin’d, 
Each w ith the gift of fleep indulg’d his mind; 
And ’micft his kindred-bands, fupinely laid, 
Each foftly flumber’d on a moffy bed. 

His mind to foft repofe young Apin bends, 
And feeks the humble circle of his friends: 
Reclining on arock the Hero lies, 

And gradual flumbers fteal upon his eyes. 

Still to his mind the Danisu camp arofe, 

Hung on his dreams, and hage’d his calm repofe ; 
Once more he mix’d with Haco in the fight 


And urg’d, impending, on the Danisu flight 


End of Canto firft. 
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3 Eav’1’s op’ning portals fhot the beam of day; 
H Earth chang’d her fable robe to {prightly 
grey: 
To Weft’s dark goal the humid night is fled, 
The fun, o’er ocean, rears his beamy head : 
The f{plendid gleam from Scottith fteel returns, 
And all the light reflexive mountains, burns. 
Deep-founding bag-pipes, gaining on the air, 
With lofty voice awake the-Scottifh war. 
The gallant chiefs, along the mountain’s brow, 
Stand ’cafs’d in arms, and low’r upon-the foe; 
Or, awful, thro’ the forming fquadrons fhine, 
Build up.the ranks, and ftretch the lengthen’d line. 
Each Clan their ftandards from the beam unbind, 
They float along, and clap upon the wind; 
The hieroglyphic honours of the brave, 
Acquire a double horror as they wave. 
The Southern warriors firetch the lines of war 
Full on the right, obedient to Dumbar. 
Harden’d to manhood in the fchool of arms, 


He moves along fedately asihe forms: 
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Next deeply ftretch their regular array, 
To break the irontempeft of the day, 
The fons of Lennox; and their gallant Grahame, 
©ft honour’d with the bloody fpoils of fame. 
He tow’rs along with unaffected pride,. 
Whilft they difplay their blazing arms afide:. 
Great Somer.en poffeft the middle fpace, 
And rang’d the kindred valour of his race 3’ 
The dauntlefs fons of Morcnvan’s rocky foil, 
And the rough manhood of Murz’s fea-girt ifle.- 
The Mountain-chiefs, in‘burning-arms incafs’d, 
And carrying all their country in their breaf, 
Undaunted rear their ufeful arms on high ; 
Now fought’for food,. and now for liberty + 
Now met the fport of hills, now of the main, 
Here pierc’d a ftag, and there transfix’d a Dane. 
Tho’ nature’s walls their hontely huts inclofe, 
To guard their homely huts tho’ mountains rofe ; 
| Yet feeling Arsion in their breafts, they dare 
| From rocks to ruth and meet the diftant war. 
| The full-form’d lines now crown the mountain’s 
brow, 
_ And wave a blazing foreft o’er the foe. 
B2 
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The King commands ; down, in array, they creep; 
Their clanking arms beat time to ev’ry ftep; 
As they defcend they ftretch along the flrand, 
Reftore the ranks, and make a folemn ftand. 
Before the camp the Danith columns rife, 
And ftretch the battle to the elarion’s voice. 
Majeftic Suzno kept the higher place, 
Great in the war, as in his noble race ; 
And, when the {word to milder peace fhall yield, 
In council great, as in the thund’ring field. 
Behind their King, to either hand afar, 
Rough Norway’s fons extend the front of war. 
He moves, incafs’d in fteel and majefty, 
Alcng the ranks, and plans them with his eye: 
Speaks his commands with unaffeled eafe, 
And, uneconcern’d,. the coming battle fees ; 
Bent on his purpofe, obftinately brave, 
‘To win a kingdom or an honeft grave ; 
He ieem’d to look tow’rds Norway’s rocky fhore, 
And fay,----V’ll conquer, or return no more. 
Far to the right fierce Magnus’ fiery {way 
Compels the troops, and rears the quick array : 


he moves, and catching flame from far, 


| ono] in 
Haughty, 
Looks tow’rds the Scots, anticipates the war ; 


Feels 
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Feels cruel joys in all his fibres rife, 
And gathers all his fury to his eyes.. 

Young Haco, on the left, the battle rears,. 
And moves majeftic thro’ a wood of {pears’; 
With martial {kill the rifing ranks he forms, 
No novice in-the iron-trade of arms. 

Thus form’d, the Danes, in unconfus’d array,. 
Stretch their long lines along the murm’ring fea. 
Their anchor’d fhips, a fable wood, behind, 
Nod on-the wave and whifile to the wind. 

On either fide, thus ftretch’d the manly line, 
With darting gleam the fteel-clad ridges fhine : 


On either fide the gloomy lines incede, 


Foot rofe with foot, and head advanc’d with head. 


Thus when two winds defcend upon the main, 
To fight their battles on the wat’ry plain; 
In two black lines the equal waters croud,. 


On either fide the white-top’d ridges nod. 


At length they break, and raife a bubbling found, 


While echo rumbles from the rocks around. 


Thus march the Danes with fpreading wings 


afar, 


Thus moves the horror of the Scottifh wars 
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While drowfy filence droops her mournful head, 
Whofe calm repofe the clanking arms. invade. 
The Mountain-youth with unaffected pride, 
Twice thirty warriors rifing by his fide, 
His native band, precedes the Scottith forms, 
A fhining column in the day of arms. 
In aét to throw, he holds the pond’rous fpear, 
And views, with awful fmiles, the face of war. 
Nodding along, his polith’d helmet fhines, 
And looks, fuperior, o’er the fubjeét lines. 
On either fide, devour’d the narrow ground 
he moving troops.---The hoftile ridges frown’d. 
From either hoft the Heraup’s awful breath 
Rung, in the trumpet’s throat, the peal of deatlr. 
The martial found foments their kindling rage ; 
Onward they ruth, and in a fhout engage. 
The fwords thro’ air their gleaming journeys fly, 
Crafh on the helms and tremble in the fky. 
Groan follows groan, and woundfucceeds on wounds 
While dying bodies quiver on the ground. 
Thus when devouring hatchet-men invade, 
With founding fteel, the foreft’s leavy head, 
The mountains ring with their repeated ftrokes ; 
The tap’ring firs, the elms, the aged oaks, 
Quake 
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Quake at each gafh; then nod the head and yield; 
Groan as they. fall, and tremble on the field. 
Thus fell the men; blood forms a lake around, 
While groans and {pears hoarfe harmony refound. 
The mountains hear, and thunder back the noife, 
And eccho ftammers with unequal voice. 

As yet the battle hung in doubtful fcales ; 
Each bravely fought, in death or only fails. 
All, all are bent on death or victory, 
Refolv’d to conquer, or with glory die. 
Fierce Denmarx’s honour kindles fire in thefe ; 
On thefe pale Arz1on bends her parent-eyes. 
This fternly fays, “ fhall Denmarx’s children fly a7 
But that, “ or fave, or with your country die.” 
The Scors,a Stream, wou’d fweep the DanEs away, 
The Danes, a Rock, repell’d the Scots array. 
They fight alternate, and alternate fly, 
Both wound, both conquer, both with glory die. 

Thrice Haco ftrove to break Dumear’s array, 
And thrice Dumsar impell’d him to the fea. 
The fiery Macnus, foaming on the right, 
Pours on the Mountain-chiefs his warrior-might. 
The. Mountain-youths the furious chief reftrain, 


And turn the battle back upon the Dane. 
The 
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The ranks of Sueno ftand in firm array,.” 
As hoary rocks repel the raging fea. 

The Hexo to the phalanx erouds his mighty. 
And calmly manages the ftanding fight ; 

Not idly madd’ning in the bloody fray,, 

He wears delib’rately the foe away.. 

Straight on his fpear the godlike Axpin ftood,. 
His flaming armour ’fmear’d with Danith blood:: 
He cafis behind an awe-commanding look, 

And to his few, but valiant,. followers fpoke. 

“ The cautious Danes,.O friends,. in firm array, 
With perfeverance may fecure the day ; 

Our people fall.----Let us their force divide ; 
Invade with flame their tranfports on the tide. 
They will defend, the Scots reftore the day ; 
Follow, my friends, your Atrin leads the way.” 
He faid, and ruth’d upon the phalanx’d Dane, 
The bending ranks beneath his {word complain. 
Arms, groans of men, beat time to ev’ry wound, 
Nod at each blow, and thunder on the ground. 
Behind his friends advanee with martial care, 
Move ftep for ftep, and fpread the lane of wari 
He low’rs before, and clears the rugged road ; 
They ruth behind, a rongh and headlong flood. 


Thus 
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Thus on fome eminence, the lab’ring fwain 
Unlocks his fluice to drench the thirfty plain: 
With mattock arm’d he fhapes the water’s courfe, 
The liquid flows behind, with rapid force. 

Thus valiant Arp1n hews his bloody way, 
And thus his friends force thro’ their firm array ; 
With great effort he feizes on the ftrand, 

Turns to his friends, and iffues his command. 

“‘ Thicken your lines, the battle’s fhock fuftain, 
And gall with vigour the recoiling Dang. 

Brave Cateponians! face your country’s foe; 
Your lives are hers, her own on her beftow.” 
He added not.---The valiant youths obey: 

The Hero fhap’d along his rapid way ; 

Rufh’d to the camp, and feiz’d a flaming brand, 
Then took his lofty feat upon the firand. 

Swift, from his arm, the crackling ember flies, 
Whizzes along, and kindles in the fkies: 

The pitchy hull receives the {parkling fire ; 
The kindling thip the fanning winds infpire. 
Black fmoke afcends: at length the flames arife, 
Hifs thro’ the fhrouds, and crackle in the fkies. 


The riding fleet is all in darknefs loft, 


Its canvas wings the flame f{preads on the blaft. - 


Rec 
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Rediembers, falling from the burning fhroud,.- 
Hifs in the wave, and bubble in the flood.- 

. Great Sueno tutns,. and fees the flame: behind: 
fwell its huge columns on the driving ‘wind ; 
Then:thus to Errc ----“ Urge your fpeedy flight,. 
Recal the fery Macnus from the right: 

Quick let-him come! th’ endanger’d tranf{ports favey. 
And-dath againft'the burning fhip the wave. 

The youth obeys, and, flying o’er the fand,. 
Repeats in Macwnus’ ear the king’s command, 
The warrior flarts,.rage fparkling in his eyes,, 
He tow’rs along refounding as he flies.: 

He comes,---From Svzno’s army fquadrons fall: 
Around the chief, and rear the manly walk; 
Till in their front.the ftately chief appears, 
They wave, behind, an iron wood of fpears ; 
In all the gloomy pomp of battle low’r, 

And beat with founding fteps the. fatal fhore.- 

Bent to fupport the fame,. his thin array 
Young Axrpin draws along the murm’ring fea.. 
He holds the maffy fpear in act to throw,, 

And bends his fiery eyes upon the foe. 
Advanc’d.----with awful dig the fight began 3: 
Steel {peaks on fteel; man urges upon man.. 


Groans 
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Groans, fhouts, arms, men, a jarring difcord found, 
Gain on the fky and fhake the mountains round. 
Fierce Macnus, here, wou’d rufh-into the main: 
Young Aupxy, there, wou’d keep at bay the Dane. 
One puthes.the fwift boat into the fea ; 
“Thro’ his bent-back the faulchion-cleaves its way % 
Another dafhes to.the fhip the wave, 
And bends at once. into a wat’ry grave; 
Spouts with departing breath the bubbling flood, 
And dyes:the water with his foaming blood. 
Thus fought the men.----Behind the flame re- 


founds, 


‘Gains on the fleet, and fpreads its wafteful bounds. 


Great Macnus, burning at the difmal fight, 
Advane’d with rage redoubled.to the fight. 
4¢ Degen’rate Danes’----The raging warrior cries, 


4¢ The day-is loft----Your fame, your honour dies! 


_« Advance, ----.condenfe :your ranks, ---- bear on your 


: 


way, 
And {weep thefe daring ftriplings to the fea.” 
The men advance.---- proceeds their haughty lord, 
And wounds the air with his impatient fword. 
Bending, where Axrin reapt the bloody plain, 
$¢ Turn, here’s a man, turn, ftripling, here’s a Dane!” 
He 
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He faid.----The Mountain-warrior turns his eyes, 
Then fternly wheels, and-with a blow replies. 
Great Macnuvs falling on young Arpin’s fhield, 
Adds‘to the difmal thunder of the ‘field. 
Revengful Arrin, avith defcending blade, 

Crafhes the fhining thunder on his head. 

They aim, defend; their fwords, at every ftroke, 
Talk on the way, and gleam along the {moke. 

At length on Macwnus Fate deals home a wound 
He nods to death, and thunders on the ground. 
Starting from the wide-wound the bubbling blood, 
Sinks thro’ the fand, and rolls a fmoaking flood. 
Prone onthe flrand, extended ev’ry way, 

Clad o’er with fteel, a fhining trunk he lay. 
Thus, on its lofty feat, fhou’d winds invade 
The ftatue keeps the mem’ry of the déad; 
It quakes.atiewry blaft, and nods around, 
Then falls, a fhapelefs.ruin, to the ground. 

The Danes beholding their-commander die, 
Start from their ranks, and in confufion flys 
The youth purfues : the flames behind him roar 
Catch all the fieet, and clothe with fmoke the fhore, 
Mean time great Sueno, Denmarr’s valiant King, 
Round royal Inpurrn bends the hoftile ring. 


Hemm’d 


| 
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| 
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Hemm’d in a circle of invading men, 

They face on ev’ry fide the clofing Dane; 

Deal blow for blow, and wound return for wound, 

And bring the ftage’ring en’my to the ground. 

Greet SomeRLED, ArcGyre’s majeftic lord, 

Thro’? Harary’s founding helmet drives his fword: 

Stage’ring he falls, his rattling arms refound, 

And in the pangs of death he bites the ground. 
Thro’ Hirric’s fhield great Inputrn urg’d the 

fpear, 

It piere’d his breaft, and fmok’d behind in air: 

Groaning he finks; as when repeated ftrokes 

Bring headlong to the ground the flaughter’d ox. 
Brave Grauanme thro’ mighty Canute urg’d the 

{pear, 

Where, *twixt the helmand mail, the neck was bare. 

Prefs’d with the helm his pond’rous head inclin’d ; 

He nodding falls, as trees o’erturn’d by wind. 
While thus the en’my’s front the chieftains wore, 

And pil’d with hoftile trunks the fatal fhore; 

By flow degrees their force declines away, 

Surrounding Denmarx gains upon the day. 

Great Ixpurrn ftood amidft the warrior-ring ; 

Ali give attention to their valiant king. 

a? oan “ Hear 
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“« Hear me, ye chiefs,” the mournful monarch cries, 
‘ We fall to day, our flate, our country. dies. 
Let us acquit ourfelves of Axsion’s death, 
And yield in her defence our lateft breath.” 
He faid: and rufh’d from the furrounding ring, 
And ’midft the battle fought the Danisu king. 
Ready to fight the royal warriors ftood, 
And long’d to revel in each others blood; 
While Arpin ruthing from the fiaming fhore, 
With wafteful path, purfu’d the flying pow’r ; 
Hew’d thro’ great Syzno’s ring his bloody way, 
And to the defp’rate chieftains gave the day ; 
‘Rufh’d’twixt greatInputpuandbold SuENo’s fword, 
And with his royal life preferv’d his lord: 
Brave Sueno nods, falls to the ftrand, and-cries; 
‘© honour! Denmark. loft, undone!”+---and dies 
But fill fierce Denmark made a broken fland ; 
Here ftands a fquadron, there.a gloomy band, 
Rears a:firm column on the fmoky shore, 
Makes the laft efforts of a dying pow’r. 

Thus,, after fire thro’ danes its way has took, 
A proftrate village lies o’erwhelm’d in fmoke ; 
But here and there fome fable turrets ftand, 


1 


And look, a difimal ruin, o’er the land. 
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So ftood the Danes ;but, foon o’erpower’d, they fly, 
Stumble along, and in their flight they die. 

Norvecia’s fons, of Macnvs’ fire bereft, 
Fell down before the chieftains of the left. 
The great Dumsar upon the right repell’d 
Young Haco’s force, and fwept him off the field: 
He winds his hafty march along the coaft, 
Fights as he flies, and thields his little hoff. 
At length, within a wood o’erfhades the fea, 
With new fell’d-oaks he walls his thin-array ; 
Bent on his fate, and obftinately brave, 


There mark’d at once his battle-field and grave. 


End of Canto Seconds 
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S when, beneaththe night’s tempeftuouscloud). 

A Embattl’d winds affail the leafy wood; 
Tear on their fable way with. awful found,. 
And bring the groaning foreft to the ground :. 
The trunks of elms, the fhrub, the fir, the oak,. 
In one confufion fink beneath the thock. 
So death’s fad fpoils the bloody field beftrow’d ; 
The haughty chieftain, the ignoble croud, 
The coward, brave, partake the common wound,,. 
Are friends in death, and mingle on the ground. 

Dark night approach’d. --- the faming lord of day 
Had plung’d his glowing circle in the fea. 
On the blue fky the gath’ring clouds arife, 
And tempefts clap their wings along the fkies. 
The murm’ring voice of heav’n, at diftance, fails, 
And eddying whirl-winds howl along the vales. 
The {ky inwrapt in awful darknefs low’rs, 
And threatens to defeend, at once, in fhow’rs.. 

The Cargvontan chiefs, to fhun the ftorm, 
Beneath a leafy oak their council form. 


An antient trunk fupports the weary king ; 


The nobles bend around the flanding ring. 


With 
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With fwords untheath’d the awful forms appear’d, 
Their fhining arms with Danisn blood befmear’d : 
Their eyes fhoot fire; their meins unfettled thew, - 
The battle frowns as yet upon their brow. - 
The monarch rofe, .and leaning on the oak, » 
Stretch’d ‘out his hand, and to the nobles fpoke. 
“My lords! the Danes, for fo juft heav’n decreed, 
Ev’n on that fore they thought to conquer, bleed. - 
In vain Death wrapt our fathers in his gloom, 
We raife them, in our aGions, from the tomb. . 
Not infamous their aim, o’er lands afar : 
To-fpread deftruétion and the plague of war ; : 
To meet the fons of battle as they roam, 
Content to wardthem from their native home; : 
To fhew invaders that they dar’d to die, . 
For barren rocks, for fame and liberty. 
In you they live, fall’a Denmarx’s hoft may thew; : 
Accept my thanks; your country thanks you too.” © 
He added not: but turn’d his’ eyes around, 
Till in the ring the valiant youth he found. 
“Approach, brave youth!” the fmiling monarch 
cry’d, 
Your country’s foldier; and your country’s pride, 
C-3- SCOTLAND 
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ScotLanp fhall thank thee for this gallant frife, 
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While grateful Inputen owes fo thee his life.” 
Thus he, advancing, --- and with ardour preft 


q 


The gallant warrior to his royal breaft. 
The unprefumptuous Axpin bends his eyes, 
And mix’d with bluthes to the king replies. 

‘“’'To fave our king, our country’s antient throne, 
Are debts incumbent on her ev’ry fon; 
© monarch! add it not to Axpin’s praife, 
That, of this gen’ral debt, his part he pays.” 
Thus faid the youth, and modeftly retir’d, 
While, as he moves, the king and chiefs admir’d :: 
Slow to his ftand his eafy fteps he bears, 
And hears his praifes with unwilling ears. 

The king refumes.---“ O chiefs, © valiant peers! 
Glad Careponta dries her running tears; 
‘The warrior rais’d his faulchion o’er her head. 
Now fleeps, forgotten, on an earthen bed. 
Fierce Scanpinavia’s fatal ftorms are o’er,, 
Her thunder-bolts lie harmlefs on the fhore. 
But as when, after night, has beat a ftorm,. 
On the mild morn fome fpots the fky deform ; 
The broken clouds from ev’ry quarter fail, 
Join their black troops, and all the heay’ns veil ; 
The 
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The winds arife, defeends the fluicy rain, 
The ftorm, with force redoubl’d, beats the plain : 
So, when the youthful Haco fhall afar 
Collect the broken fragments of the war, 
The Hero, arm’d with Suzno’s. death, may come 
And claim an expiation on his tomb ; 
Deep in that wood the gallant warrior lies 
Who fhall, to night, his little camp furprize ; 
Surround the martial Dawe with nightly care, 
And give the final ftroke to dying war :. 
Hence Norway’s fhips fhall fhun our fatal fea,, 
And point the crooked beak another way ; 
Ef chance they fpy where oft their armies fell,. 
Shall turn the prow, and croud away the fail.” 
He faid no more: the gen’rous chiefs arife, 
Bent on the glory of the enterprize. 
Eager to climb thro’ dang’rous paths to: fame,, 
The nightly war they feverally claim. 
One chief obferv’d where godlike Haco lay ; 
This knew the wood;,--- and that, the dufky way : 
Another urg’d his more unweary’d friends ; 
And ev’ry chieftain fomething, recommends. 
Thus. for the arduous tafk the chiefs conteft, 
While each wou’d grafp the danger to his breaft. 
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Th’ attentive monarch heard their brave debates, 
And, with a-fecret*joy, his foul dilates. . 
Young Avrin burns to urge the war of -night, 

To mix again with Haco in the fight. 

Eager he ftood, and thus the chiefs adreft, . 

The warrior lab’ring in his manly breaft; 

“King, -gallant chiefs !.--this enterprize I claim ; ; 
Here let me fix my uneftablith’d fame. - 
Already-you have beat her-arduous path, 

Reapt glorious harvefts inthe fields of -death : 
Repeated feats fix’d:fame within your pow’r, . 
But I gleam once, then fink, and am no more. - 
Nor am I wholly:ign’rant of the fight, 

V’ve urg’d the gloomy:battles of the night : 
fEbudee’s chief once touch’d on Asria’s ftrand, . 
And fwept our mountains with his.pilf’ring band ; « 
All day: they drove our cattle to the fea, - 

I went at midnight and refcu’d the prey ; - 

With a poor handful, and a-faithful fword, . 
Difpers’d the robbers and their haughty lord. 
?T was I commanded --- thefe the gallant men! ‘ 
May we not act that mid-night o’er again?” 

The Hero fpoke; a murm’ring voice enfu’d- 

OF loud applaufe.---each Hero’s mind fubdued, . 
The 
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The glorious danger to the youth refgns: 
He-tow’rs along, and marfhals up his lines. 
Some, gallant youths, to fhare his fame, arife, 
And mingle in the glorious enterprize. 

The warrior-band move on in firm array,. 

He tow’rs before along the founding fea. 

Thro’ their tall fpears the finging tempeft raves, 
And, falling headlong on the {pumy waves, 
Purfues the ridgy fea with awful roar, 

And throws the liquid mountains on the fhore. 
In each fhort paufe, before the billow breaks, 
The clanking Careponran armour {peaks. 

Thus on fome night when fable tempefts roar, 
The watchman wearying of his lonely hour, 
Hears fome rent branch to fqueak ’twixt ev’ry 

blaft, 
But in each ruder guft the creak is loft. 

The king and gallant chiefs, with withful eyes, 
Purfue the youthful warrior as he flies. 

His praife thro’ all the noble circle ran---- 
Approach’d the ghaftly figure of a man + 

His vifage pale ; his locks are bleach’d with years; 
His tott’ring fteps he onward fearcely bears : 

Fils 
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His limbs are lac’d with blood, a hideous fight! 
And his wet garments fhed'the tears of night. 
With flow approach he lifts his fading. eyes, 
And rais’d the fqueaking treble of his voice: 

“ O king! [feel the leadenshand of death,. 

To the dark tomb I tread the gen’ral path : 
Hear me, O king! for this left the field,. 

For this to thee my dying form reveal’d : 
Norway in yain had interpos’d her flood,, 

I come, alas! to pay:the debt of blood.. 

Pofleft of crimes, which the good iking purfu’d;. 
In fell confpiracy, unbleft! Ivow’d 

Wath fierce Dovatus; that’T live to tell! 

By us, by us, the great king Marcoum fell! 
Touch’d with remorfe, behind my fhield I laid: 
His fmiling child, and wrapt him in npy ‘plaid. 
Now to the fea we urge our rapid flight, 
Beneath the guilty mantle of the night.. 

Still in my arms I little Duerus. bear ; 

Behind the voice of men, and arms'we hear: 
My comrades fly.----I lay the infant.down, 

And with my guilty life from vengeance run. 
They found him, faw’d him; for I knew the voices: 
It. was------he faid, and clos’d at once his eyes ; 


Slowly 
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Slowly inclin’d; :and, tumbling headlong down, 
His guilty life breath’din-a feeble groan.” 
The mournful monarch -ftood in damb furprife; 
The fate of Marco1m fill’d afrefh his eyes. 
He folds his arms, and bends his filent look, 
Then, ftarting from the gloom of. forrow, fpoke, 
* You fee, my lards, tho? Denmarx’s hoftile flate 
Long fav’d the traitors from the hand) of fate ; 
Yet heav’n, who rules with equal fway beneath, 
Snatch’d from ‘her arms a victim due to death; 
Dovatus fhall not fink among the dead, 
But with that vengeance hangs o’er treafon’s head. 
Still, Marcoxm, ftill, thou gen’rous, and thou beft! 
Thy fake hangs heavy on a brother’s breaft; 
You left a young, you left a helplefs fon, 
But loft to me, to Scortanp, and his throne. 
Perhaps, oppreft with hunger and with cold, 
He ’tends fome peafant’s cattle to the fold; 
Or fightsa common foldier on the field, 
And bows‘beneath the fcepter he fhould wield.” 
No more he faid; the noble-circle figh’d, 
They droop the filent head, nor aught reply’d. 
Now dy’d apace the cccidental light ; 
The fubject world receives the flood of night. 


The 
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The king from ev’ry fide his troops recalls’; 
They fall around and rear their manly walls. 
He ifftes to return the great command, 
They move along, and leave the fatal ftrand. 
The city gain’d, each foldicr’s weary breaft 
Forgets the day, and fooths his toil with reft. 

The-king receives, with hofpitable care, 
The gallant chiefs, and drowns in wine the war. 
Within the royal hall the nobles fat ; 
The royal hall, in fimple nature great. 
No pigmy art, with little mimickry, 
Diftracts the fenfe, or .pains the weary eye : 
Shields, fpears.and helms in beauteous order fhone, 
Along the walls of uncemented ftone. | 
Here all the noble warriors crown the bowl, 
And with the gen’rous neCtar warm the foul; 
With focial talk fteal lazy time away, 
Recounting all the dangers of the day : 
They turn to Aupin, and the gloomy fight, 
And toft the gallant warrior of the night. 

Mean time young Axpin ’girts the fatal wood, 
And longs to mix again with Dantsu blood. 
Already Haco had, with martial care, 


With walls of oak embrac’d an ample fquare 
Hiafeif 
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Himfelf beneath a tree, the ftorm defends, 
And keeps in arms, around, his watchful friends. 
The fair Aurelia by the hero’s fide, 
An awful warrior, and a blooming bride, 
Who plac’d in martial deeds her virgin-care, 
Wields in her fnowy hand the afhen fpear. 


A filver mail hung round her flender waift, 


-The corflet rifes on her heaving breaft. 


*On her white arm the brazen buckler fhows, 


The fhining helm embrac’d her marble brows; 


Her twining ringlets, flowing down behind, 


Sung grateful mufic to the nightly wind. 


Fate was unkind ; juft-as the lovers wed, 


‘Nor yet had tafted of the nuptial bed ; 


Great Suzno’s trumpet call’d the youth to war, 
He figh’d, embrac’d, and left the weeping fair. 


With love embolden’d, up the virgin rofe, 


From her foft breaft the native woman throws; 


And with the gallant warrior clothes the wife, 


Following her Haeo to the bloody ftrife. 


She fought her love thro’ war’s deftructive path, 


And often turn’d from him the hand of death. 


The chief, attentive, all the youth furvey’d, 


| And in the warrior found the lovely maid. 
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She leans, inclining, on her martial fpear, 
And only for the youth employs her fear. 
The valiant Scor affails the oaken wall : 
The bulwark groans, the brave defenders fall. 
With founding fteel the. firm, barrier he .ply’d, 
And pour’d his warriors in on ev’ry fide. 
The godlike Haco rufhing thro’ the night, 
Now here, now there eppos’d th’ invaders might; 
To ev'ry corner gave divided aid, 
Sill, fill fupported by the martial maid. 
Thus when the ocean, fwelling o’er the ftrand, 
Invades with billowy troops the fubject land ; 
The fed’lous fwains the earthen weight oppofe, 
And fill the iffures where the tempeft flows. 
So valiant Haco flew, to,ev’ry fide, 
And ftemm/’d with pointed fteel the manly tide 5] 
With great.effort preferv’d the narrow field, 
And ’twixt the fair and danger kept the fhield. 
She, only the, employs the Hero’s care; 
Haco forgot, he only thinks on her. 
He longs to fink with glory to the dead, 
But can he leave in grief the captive maid? 
Her dying image hags his fancy’s eyes, 


What ‘hou’d he do, if fair Avnexia dies? 


Love 


for Cee 


Love, mighty love, arrefted all his pow’r ; 
He with’d for flight who never fled before. 
But as the lionefs, to fave her young, 
Defpifes death, and meets the hunter-throng; 

So, ftarting from the fable maze of care, 
He faces death, and fhields the lovely fairs 
The-martial maid with equal love poffeft 
Wou’d dart ’twixt danger-and her Haco’s breaft ; 
Oppofe-her bucklér to. the lifted {pear, 
And turn from him the iron hand of war. 
Now godlike Arprn hew’d his bloody path 
Thro’ Danisn ranks, and mark’d his fleps with 
death. - 
Th’ inclofed {quare with defp’rate- hand he fhears, 
And-reaps a bloody field of men and fpears. 
Groans, crafhing fteel, and clangour of the fight, 
Increafe the ftormy. chorus of the night. 
The Danes, diminith’d;. meet-th’ unequal war,: 
Where two fall’n oaks confine an inner fquare: 
oin their broad fhields, the clofe-wedg’d columa 
rear, - 
And on the Scotriss battle turm the fpear. 
On ev’ry fide the Careponrans Clofe, - 
Hemming the defp’rate phalanx of the foes, 
D2 
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To give the final ftroke to battle, croud : 
While Haco thus befpoke the Danes aloud ; 
“ Ye fons of North; unfortunate, tho’ brave! 
Here fate has marked out our common grave 5: 
Has doom’d our bodies to enrich thefe plains: 
Then die reveng’d----like warriors and like Danzs!”” 

He fpoke, and turning to the martial maid,. 
Embrac’d her foftly, and thus, fighing, faid; 
« Shall then my f{poufe, my love, my only joy,. 
Shall fair Aurerra with her Haco die! 
Thy death afflits me.----I] in vain complain ; 
Vil fave Aureria, or expire----a Dang !” 
He faid, and gath’ring up his fpacious fhield: 
Prepar’d to’meet the battle in the field. 

Young Axpin heard.----It touch’d his feeling 

breaff, 

He fopt the war, and thus the Dane addreft 
“Our Careponta, now reliev’d of fear, 
Feels pity rifing in the place of care; 
Difdains to tyrannize o’er vanquith’d foes, 
And for her fteel on them her pity throws. 


T now difmifs brave Haco from the field, 


And own the gen’rous prefent of the fhield.” 


He 
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He faid: ---- his thanks returns the royal Dane, 
tlimfelf efcorts them to the founding main. . 
A fhip efcap’d the flame, within a bay, 
Where bending rocks exclude the-rougher fea, 
Secure from ftormy winds in fafety rides, 
And flowly nods on the recoiling tides; 
Thither they bend, .and launching to the fea,.. 
Plow with the crooked beak the wat’ry way ;. 
Their fable journey to the North explore, 


And leave their fleeping friends upon the fhore. 


End of Canto third.. 


CANTO IV 
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‘HE. {prightly morn with early. blufhes {pread}. 
fl Rears o’er ihe eaftern hills her rofy head 3: 
The ftorm fubfides, the breezes as they pafs. 

Sigh on their way along:the pearly: grafs.. 
Sweet carol all the fongfters of the fpray,. 
Calm and ferene comes-on the gentle day,. 
Amidft attendant fair CuLzena moves, 
Curena). fruit of Inpurpn’s nuptial loves! 
Too foon to fate the beauteous queen refign’d,. 
But left the image of herfelf behind. 
To the calm main.the lovely nymphs. repair, 
To breathe along the ftrand the morning air ;: 
They brufh with eafy fteps the dewy grafs. 
Obferving beauteous nature as they pafs. 
Th’ imperial maid: moves. with. fuperior grace;. 
we mix’d with mildnefs fat upon her faces. 
High inbred virtue all her bofom warms, 
In beauty rifes, and improves her charms. 
Silent and flow the moves along the main,. 
Behind, her maids attend, a modeft train! 


Obferve her as fhe moves with native ftate,. 


And gather all their motions from her gait.. 


Thus 
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Thus thro’ Iparta’s balm-diftilling grove, 
Majeftic moves the fmiling Queen of Love: 
Jer hair flows down her fnowy neck behind, 
Her purple mantle floats upon the wind 
The Graces move along, a blooming train! 
And borrow all the geftures of their queen. 
‘Thus fteal the lovely maids their tardy way 
Along the filent border of the fea. 
Slow-curling waves advance upon the main, 
And often threat the fhore,. and oft abftain. 


A woody mound, which rear’d aloft its head, 


Threw trembling fhadows o’er a narrow mead: 


From a black rock cryftalline waters leap, 


Arch as they fall, and thro’ the valley creep, 


Chide with the murm’ring pebbles as they pafs, 


Or hum their purling journey thro’ the grafs. 


Pleas’d with the fcene the wand’ring virgins ftood; 


The main below, above the lofty wood. 


Their eyes they fate with the tranfporting fcene, 


And, fitting, prefs the fair-enamel’d green ; 
; x 4 4 1 oe 
Enjoy with innocence the growing day, 


And fieal’ with harmlefs talk the time away. 
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Mean.time fierce Corsrep, who preferr’d in vain 


His fuit to Acnezs, faireft of the train; 


Who 
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Who fled from Tweep to fhun his hated arms, 


Intrufting fair Curena with her charms ; 

Saw the difdainful nymph remote from aid; . 

And bent his luftful eyes upon the maid. - 

He rufh’d with headlong ruffians from the:wood, | 

And feiz’d the fair: the virgins fhriek aloud. 

For help, for help! the-ftruggling virgin cries; 

And as fhe fhrieks, aloud the wood replies. 

Apin alone, --- his men were fent.before, 

Stalk’d on his thoughtful way along the fhore. . 

The diftant plaint affail’d the Hero’s ear, 

He drew his fword and ruth’d to fave the fair, 

ff Before the chief the daftard Corsrzp fled, 

if And to her brave preferver left the maid.. 

Proftrate on earth the lovely virgin lay, 

Her rofes fade, and all her charms decay ; 

In humid reft her bending eye-lids clofe ;. 

With flow returns her bofom fell and rofe: 

At length returning life her bofom warms, 

Glows in her cheeks, and lights up all her charms, 
Thus when invading clouds the moon affail, 

The landfkip fails, and fades the fhining vale ; 

But foon as Cynruia rufhes on the fight, 


Reviving fields are filver’d o’er with light. 
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Th’ affiighted fair the gallant warrior leads 
To join, upon the fand, the flying maids. 
‘They. croud their cautious fteps along the fea, 
Quake at each breath,, and tremble on their way 5 
Their tim’rous breafts unfettl’4 from furprize, 
To ev’ry fide they dart their careful eyes. 
Thus on the heathy wild the hunted deer 
Start at each blaft, together croud thro’ fear ; 
Tremble and look about, before, behind, 
Tien ftretch along, and leave the mountain-wind. 
The gallant youth prefents the refeu’d fair, 
Confirms-their trembling breafts, removes their care ; 
The gen’rous ftory from herfelf they hear, 
And drink his praifes with a greedy car ; 
Steal on the youth their eyes as Acnzs {poke, 
And pour their flutt’ring fouls at ev’ry look.. 
But fair Curena feels a keener dart, 
It pierc’d her breaft and funk into her heart; 
She hears attentive, views, admires and loves, 
Her eye o’er all the man with pleafure roves, 
With painful joy fhe feels the flame increafe, 
Her pride denies it, but her eyes confefs: 
She ftarts, and blufhing turns her eye afide, 


But love fleps in, and ftcals a look from pride. 
Thus 
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Thus fair Curena ftruggles up the ftream, 


And ’tempts in vain to quench the rifing flame. 
At length, with blufhing cheek and bending look, - 
Th’ imperial maid the warrior thus befpoke. 
s* O gen’rous chief ! for thus your deeds wou’d fay, - 
How shall our gratitude thy kindnefs pay?” 
Inpurpn fhall hear, and Inputpn fhall reward ; 
Such gen’rous actions claim’a king’s regard.” 
She faid: and thus the chief ;--- « Imperial maid, . 
More than the debt thy approbation paid.- 
In this I did not ftrive with gallant men, 
Or drive diforder’d fquadrons from the plain ; : 
But frighted.from his prey a fenfual flave, . 
The gloomy fons of guilt are never brave. 
Whoe’er wou’d feize on a defencelefs fair, 
Wou’d fhun the fword and fly amain from war.” 
He faid, and ftalk’d away with manly ftate, 
Grandeur, with awe commix’d, inform’d his gait. 
His ‘pond’rous mail reflects the trembling day, 
And all his armour-rings along ‘the way. 
The royal maid obferves him as he flies, - 
In filence ftands, and frony her-bofonr fighs, - 
Slowly*moves on before the filent fair; 


And in the palace fhuts her feeret care. 
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“Mean time young Alpin feeks the king and peers; 


But fair Culena in ‘his-bofom bears. 

‘In vain againft the rifing flame he ftrove, 

For all the man diffolw’d at once to love. 
Within the high-arch’d hall the nobles fat, 

-And form’d .in council .the reviving. ftate ; 

-For inftant peace folicitous prepare, 

And raife a bulwark ’gainft the future war. 

No high-flown.zeal the-patriot burl’d along, 

No fecret gold engag’d.the {peaker’s tongue. 


No jarring feeds are by a tyrant fown, 


“Nor cunning fenate undermines the throne. 
To public good their public thoughts repair, 


_,And Carepoytia is the gen’ral care. 


No orator in pompous phrafes fhines, 
Or veils with public weal his bafe defigns. 


Truth ftood confpicuous, undifguis’d by art, 


They {poke the homely language of the heart. 


Arriv’d the gallant warrior of the night; 


| ‘They hear with eager joy the gloomy fight. 


His conduét, courage, and compaffion raife, 


And ev’ry voice is forward in his praife. 


The great Dumsar his awful ftature rears, 


His temples whiten’d with the fnow of yeais. 
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On the brave youth he bends his folemn look, 

Then, turning round, thus to the nobles {poke. 

** Beneath the royal banner, Scors afar 

Had urg’d on Humber’s banks the foreign war ; 

My father dead, tho’ young I took the fhield, 

And led my kindred-warriors to the field. 

The noble Catepontan camp was laid 

Within the bofom of a fpacious mead. 

Green-rifing hills encompafs’d it around, 

And thefe king Malcolm with his archers crown’d; 

Full on the right a fpacious wood arofe, 

And thither night convey’d-a band of foes. 

The king commands a chief to clear the wood, 

And I the dang’rous fervice .claim aloud. 

{ went, expell’d the’foes, and kill’d their lord, 

And ever fince have worn his fhining fword. 

I now retire.from war, in age to.reft; 

Take it brave youth ; for you can wield it beft.” 
He faid, and reach’d the fword.----The youth 

reply’d, 
Shooting the heavy blade athwart his fide, 
“ My lord with gratitude this {word I take, 


Efteem the prefent for the giver’s fake. 
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It fill may find the way it oft explor’d, 
And glut with hoftile blood its fecond lord ; 
To bloody honour hew its watteful path, 
A faithful fickle in the fields of death. 

He thus.---With placid mein great Inpurpn rofe, 
And fpoke ; “ Thus always meet our Albion’s foes; 
‘With foreign blood your native arms adorn, 

And boldly fight for ages yet unborn. 
For us, my lords, fought all our godlike fires; 
The debt we owe to them, our race requires : 
Tho’ future arms our:country fhould enflave, 
‘She fhall acquit our afhes in the grave ; 
Pofterity degen’rate, as they groan, 
Shall blefs their fires, and call their woes their own. 
Let us, my lords, each virt’ous fpark infpire, 
And where we find it, blow it to a fire. 
| Thy fervice, gallant Arrin, in this war, 
| Shall both be Inputpn’s and the fenate’s care. 
Mean ‘time, with manly {ports and exercife 
Let us from bus’nefs turn the mental eyes: 
The mind relax’d acquires a double force, 
And with new vigour finifhes the courfe.” 
He added not : the godlike chiefs obey ; 
|All rife at once ; great Inputrn leads the way. 
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The palace here, and there a virid: mound, 
Confine a flow’ry {pot of graffy ground. 
The under-rock, emerging thro’ the green, 
Chequers with hoary knobs the various fcene. 
Thither repair the chiefs and {cepter’d king, 
And bend upon the plain the hollow ring, 
Obedient fervants from the palace bear 
The horny bow, the helm, the fhining {pear, 
The mail, the corflet, and the brazen fhield ; 
And throw the ringing weight upon the field. 
Imperial Inpurpu, tow’ring o’er the plain, 
With placid words addrefs’d the warrior-train; 
“« Tet thofe who bend the ftubborn bow arife, 
And with the feather’d fhaft difpute. this prizes 
An antique bow a BALEARIAN wore, 
W hen Romans thunder’d on our Arston’s fhore. 
The fkilful archer, dealing death afar, 
Threw on our Scottifh hoft the diftant war; 
Great Fercus fprings, a king devoid of fear, 
And thro’ his body fhoots the reeking {pear ; 
‘The bloody fpoil thro’ ftriving cohorts brings, 
And fends this relique down to after kings.” 
Thus, grafping the long bow, the monarch faid; 
Rofe valiant Grahame and youthful Somerrep. 


Next 


| And fling with fkilful hand’ the martial (pear? 
| Behind this buckler mighty Kennetn ftood, 
| When Tay, impurpled, ran with Pidtith blood.” 


| And meafur’d back with equal fteps the ground. 


APO RM. 
Next Gowac. im the ftrife demands a part, 
Fam’d on his native hills to wirg the dart. 

Full on the mound a helm, their aim, was plac’d ; 
And Gowat drew the nerve, firft, to his breaft ; 

“he bow reluctant yields, them backward fprings ; 

The nerve refounds, thro’ air the arrow fings. 
Clofe to the aim, the earth the arrow meets, 
And as it vibrates the bright helmet beats. 
Applanfe enfues.--- The fhaft was fent by Grahame; 
And cut its brazen journey thro’ the aim. 
The prize on bim the murm’ring, chiefs beftow, 
Till Someriep affumes the antient bow. 
The dancing chord the leaping arrow left, 
And, rufhing, took on end Grahame’s birchen fhaft; 
Tore omits way, around the fhivers fly, 
And Somerzep brings off the prize with joy. 

“ Who,” cries the king, “ this fhield his prize 


fhall bear, 


He faid, and plac’d a mark, the knobby round, 
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The valiant Grahame, the Mountain-youth arofe ; 


Gowal again his martial ftature fhows ; 
Bent on the knobby fplendour of the prize,, 
Firft from his hand the finging weapon flies.. 
The fteel-head mark’d a circle as it run, 
Flam/’d with the fplendour of the fetting fun. 
‘Fhus when the night the weeping fky o’er-veils, 
Athwart the gloom the flreaming meteor fails, 
Kindles a livid circle as it flies, 
And with its glory dazzles human eyes. 
‘Thus flew the {pear, and, finking in the mound, 
With quick vibrations beat the air around ; 
But mifs’d the fhield,---Grahame’s not unprattis’d 
art 
Difmiffes thro’ the air the murm’ring dart : 
Full on the middle bofs it takes the fhield ; 
The fighting metals clatter’o’er the field : 
From the firm knob the point obliquely flies, 
And on the field the trembling weapon lies. 
Next valiant Arpin takes the pond’rous fpear, 
And, bending back, difmiffes it thro’ air: 


The long, quick weapon, flying o’er the field, 


Falls on the bofs, and perforates the thield ; 


The 
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The waving fhaft is planted on the mound;. 
And with applaufe. the neighb’ring rocks refound.. 
Young Some Rrep wreneh’d from the rock a: 
quoit, 
A huge, enormous, fharp,- unwieldy weight ;: 
Such now-a-days as many panting fwains 
A witnefs rear on long-contefted plains :: 
Slow-bending down, at length the hero fprings 5: 
The rolling rock along the. heavens fings 3. 
Falling, it fhakes at once the neighb’ring ground, . 
And-on the face of: earth indents a wound. 
Thus when {trong winds the aged tow’r invade,. 
And throw the fhapelefs ruin from its head; 
It falls and cleaves its bed into the ground; 
The valley fhakes,-and rocks complain around. 
All try the mark to reach, but-try in vain; 
All,.falling fhort, unequal wound the plain.. 
Arin with diffidence affumes the ftone, 
For fuch a-fpace had Somervep o’er thrown’ 
Th’ unwieldy: rock-a while he weighs with care; - 
* Then, fpringing, fends it whizzing thro’ the air;, 
The wond’ring warriors view it/as it rolls 5. 
Far. o’er the diftant mark the difcus-falls : 
EB. 3. It 
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It fhakes the plain and deals a gaping wound ; 
Such as when headlong torren{s tear the ground.. 
Th’ applauding chiefs own in the manly game 
The Hero great, as in the fields of fame. 
Curens, leaning on her fnowy arms 
Obfervant, from the window points her charms. 
Th’ imperial virgin faw with pleafing pain, 
Che fav’rite youth victorious on. the plain = 


a 
Sadly the figh’d, acenfing cruel fate,. 
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Vhich chain’d her in captivity of ftate. 

The veil of night had now inwrapt the pole; 
The feaft renew’d, goes round the fparkling. bow!.. 
Great Inpurpn rofe with favour-fpeaking mein; 
Approaching Atpin thus the king began : 

«Say, will the ftranger tell from whence he came 
To reap this harveft of unrivall’d- fame? 

Nobler the youth, who, tho’ before unknown, 
From merit mounts to virtue and renown, 

Than he, fet up by an illuftrious race, 

Totters aloft, and fcarce can keep his place ?” 
The monarch fpcke :---attentive look the peers, 


And long to drink his veice with oreedy ears. 


End of Canto fourth. 
CANTO Vs 
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“S HE. Hero, rifing from his lofty feat, 
Thus unprefumptuoufly accofts the great: 

“ The fame of Denmark pafs’d-our mountains o’er, 
And fild our ears on Asata’s diftant fhore : 
Brave Rywoxp ftarts :---- the aged chief alarms, 
And kindles all his family to arms.. 
A hundred youths, who,. from. the founding wood, 
Or tow’ring mountain brought their living food,, 
Obey the bag-pipe’s voice ;, for all, in view 
Of Rynoxp’s feat, the friendly Canton grew.. 
The hoary warrior leads the onward path,, 
No ftranger to the road which led to death.. 
Behind advancing, 1,, with martial care,, 
Lead on the youthful thunder-bolts of. war 3 
With arms anticipate the kindling fire, 
And move to ev’ry motion of my fire. 

« On Gramrus,night her mantle round us throws; 
We flept in heath----the dappled morn arofe : 
Defcending thence purfue our headlong way, 

And crofs the filver errors of the Tay. 


Groans, feeble fhrieks, afcending from the vale, 


Speak on the pinions of the fouthern gale. 
A 
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A-difmal fcene breaks on'our diftant eyes;: 


Here one purfues, and there another: flies... 
This breatheshis life thro’ the impurpled wound). 
While his proud villa fmokes along the ground.- 
That with the foe maintains unequal firife,. 
While his dear offspring.fly, and dearer: wife. 
“The fenior faw it with indignant eyes,. 
And bid,. at once, his kindred-ranks arife.- 
With hafty fteps we feize a virid brow,, 
And form a fable cloud: above the’ foe.. 
Thus onthe mountain’s brow, I oft have feen 
The muftring clouds: brew torrents for the’ plain 3: 
At length the blufPring fouth begins to roar;. 
And heav’n defcends impetuous ina fhiow’r ;° 
The bubbling floods foam down the hill, and fpread 
A fwimming’ deluge on the fubje@ mead. 
“Thus Ryno.p formed’on the mountain’s brow, 
And headlong rufh’d into the vale: below.- 
While on:the banks of Tay terrific fhine: 
Thefteel-clad foe, and ftretch the hoftile line. 
Theysform.a wall-along the flowing flood,’ 
And awful gleam their-arms,.an iron wood. 
We fhout, and rufh upon the hoftile throng; 
The echoing fields with iron clangour yung. 
Firm 
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Firm .ftood the foe, nor made they flight their care, 
But hand. to hand. return’d the equal war : 
Man clofe to man, and fhield conjoin’d to fhield,, : 
They with the ftable phalanx keep the field. 
With pointed fpear I mark’d the ftouteft foe,. 
And heav’n direéted home the happy blow: 
He tumbles backward to the groaning flood’: 
Tay circles round, and mingles with his blood, 
My kindred-youth their ufeful weapons wield, 
Fomenting the confufion of the field. 
Dane fell. on Dane, and man transfix’d his man, 
Till bloody torrents fmoak’d along the plain. 
At length they fly along the banks of Tay ;. 
Their guilty leader points th’ inglorious way.. 
Eager we follow: --- ftill the foe with art 
Wound as they fly, and: fhoot th’ inverted. dart. 
RrNoxp is wounded..--- Still he urg’d the foe; 
While down. his limbs the crimfon torrents flow « 
With eager voice he ftill foments the ftrife, 
Preferring Axsron’s liberty to life. 

“ An antient pile uprear’d its rev’rent head,, 
And from its lofty feat furvey’d a mead: 


The mould’ring walls confefs’d their beauty pai ; 


A fragment falls with each invading blaft. 


Old 
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Old arms above the gate time’s empire own ; 
The rampant lion moulders in the ftone: 
Tall elms around, an old and fhatter’d band, 
Their naked arms ereé, like centries ftand. 
“Within the ruin’d walls their fear inclofe 
The defp’rate {quadrons of the flying foes. 
An antient plane, whofe leaf-difmantled weight 
Rude winds o’erturn’d, fecures the fhapelefs gate: 
On ev’ry fide my quick array T form, 
Prepar’d at once the muniment to ftorm. 
Miffing my fire, I fly to find the chief, 
And give the wounded: all a fon’s relief. 
“ Far on the plain the wounded warrior creeps, 
And fearcely moves along his tott’ring fteps ; 
But ftill, far as his feeble voice cou’d bear, 
He kindles with his words the diflant war. 
Quick I approach’d :--- He firft the filence broke; 
And leaning on his launce,. the warrior {poke.” 
“ Say, why returns young Arpin from the fight? 
Purfue the foe, and urge the Dawisn flight. 
1 fink, my fon,. Ifink into the grave ; 
You cannot me, your country, Arpin, fave.” 


No more he faid. --- I, mournful, thus reply,. 


Compaflion melting in my filial eye, 


Q 
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© fire, the Danzs, within yon wails fecur’d, 
Will fhare our pity, or muft feel our fword: 
Of filial duty what his wants require, 
I come to offer for a dying fire.” 

“ He thus returns : {till good, ftill gen’rous.mind! 
My wants are, Arrin, of no.earthly kind: 
The world, the fading world, retires from view; 
Earth cloys me now,’ and.all, it has, but you. 
Go, Atrin, go; within that lofty wood 
A hermit lives, a holy man and good! 
Relieve, my fon, relieve me of my cares, 
And for the dying Rynotp rai his pray’rs.” 

“ Thus faid ;---himfelf the wounded warrior lai, 
Within the coolnefs of a birchen fhadé : 
Some youths around employ their friendly care, 
And o’er the dying fhed the mournful tear. 
Around the antient faftnefs. guards I fent 5 
And.to the lofty wood my journey bent. 
Two rifing hills, whofe brows tall pop’lars grace, 
With flretching arms a woody plain embrace ; 
Along the tree-fet vale a riv’let flow’d, 
| And murmur’d foftly thro’ the under-wood : 
Along the purling flream my fteps I bear, 
And feek the lonely manfions of the {eer. 
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Trreg’lar files of tow’ring elms embrace, 
In their calm bofom, an enamel’d fpace. 
Full at the end a rock with fable arms, 
‘Stretch’d o’er a mofs-grown cave, a grotto forms. 
A filver ftream, clear-iffuing from the ftones, 
In winding mazes thro’ the meadow runs; 
Depending flow’rs their -vary’d colours bind, 
Hang o’er the entrance, and defend the wind. 
On a green bank the'holy feer is laid, 
‘W here weaving branches cloud the:chequer’d fhades 
In folemn thought his hoary head’s inclin’d, 
And his white locks wave in the fanning wind. 

«« With rev’rent fteps approaching, I began. 
“ © bleft with all that dignifies the man! 
Who far from life, and all its noify care, 
Enjoy’ft the aim of all that wander there : 
Let, holy father, thy propitious aid 
Guide dying Rynorp thro’ the deathful fhade.” 
I faid : --- the prophet heav’n-ward lifts his eyes, 
Long fix’d in folemn thought, and thus replies ; 
“¢ Vain mortals! worms of earth! How.can ye dare 
To deem your deeds not providence’s care? 


Heav’n looks on all below with equal eye : 


They long efcape, but yet the wicked die. 


With 
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With diftant time, O youth! my foul’s impreft; 
‘Futurity is lab’ring in my breaft : 

Thy blood, which rolling down from Fercus came, 
Paffes thro’ time, a pure untainted ftream. 
Axsion {hall in-her priftine glory fhinc, 

And, bleft herfelf, blefs the Fercusian line. 

““ But ah! I fee grim treafon rear its head, 
Pale Arsion trembling, and her monarch dead: 
The tyrant wield his fcepter ’fmear’d with blood; 
O bafe return! but ftill great heavw’n is good: 
He falls, he falls: fee how the tyrant lies ! 
And Scotzanp brightens up her weeping eyes: 
The banifh'd race, again, refume their own ; 
Nor Syria boafts her royal faint alone. 
Its gloomy front the low’ring feafon clears, 
And gently rolls.a happy round of years 

“ Again I fee contending «chiefs come on, 


And, as they ftriveto mount, they tear the thrones 


| To.civil arms the horrid trumpet calls, 
| And Careponta by her-children falls. 


The ftorm-fubfides to the calm flood of peace 5 


| The throne returns to Fercus’ antient race. 
‘Glad Carepon1a owns their lawful fway ; 
Happy in them, -in her unhappy they! 


‘y 
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See each inwrapt untimely in his fhroud, 

For ever fleeping in his gen’rous blood! 

Who on thy mournful.tomb refrains the tear? 

O regal charms, unfortunately fair ! 

Dark Faction grafps her in his fable arms, 

And crufhes down to death her ftruggling charms: 
The rofe, in all its gaudy liv’ry dreft, 3 

Thus faintly ftruggles with the blufVring weft. 

«© Why mention him in whom th’ eternal fates 

Shall bind in peace the long-difcording ftates ? 
See Scor and Saxon coalefe’d in one, 
Support the glory of the common crown. 
Britain no more fhall fhake with native ftorms, 
But o’er the trembling nations lift her arms.” 

He fpoke, and in the cave inclos’d his age: 
In wonder loft I leave the hermitage; 

Meafure with thoughtful fteps my backward way, 
Vhile to the womb of night retires the day. 
Pale doubtful twilight broods along the ground: 

The foreft nods its fleeping head around. 

Before my eyes a ghaftly vifion flood; 

A mangled man, his bofom ftain’d with blood ! 


Silent fee fad the phantom ftood confeft, 


And fhew’d the ftreaming flood-gates of his breatts 
Then 
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Then pointing to the Dome his tardy hand, 
Thither his eyes my filent way command. 
He hands my {word, emits a feeble groan, 
And weakly fays, “revenge me, O my- fon !” 
I to reply ----he hifs’d his way along, 
As breezes fing thro’ reeds their fhrilly fong. 
I ftood aghaft,. then wing’d me to obey ; 
Acrofs the field I {weep my hafty way. 
The men I. arm; --- the firm barrier we ply; 
And thofe who dare difpute the paffage die. 
With dying groans the lonely walls refound: 
I on the guilty leader deal a wound ; 
Thro’ his bright helm the {word its journey takes; 
He falls, and thus with dying-accents {peaks : 
 Tuft heav’n! ia vain:‘the wicked fhun'thy pow’rs 

Tho’ late thy vengeance, yet the blow is fire. 
This earth receiy’d the blood from off my hands , 
LA juft return, my own, my own demands! 
| Ta night’s dead hour, when all, but treafon,. flept, 
| With ruffian bands, a bloody train,. I crept. 

’T was here,. ’twas here,. oh !. long-deferved death ! 
| ?Twas here the godlike man refign’d his breath : 
|. The fleeping fam’ly we. with blood furprize, 
And fend the palace flaming to the fkies, 
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I fled, but fled, alas! purfued by fate ; 
"Tis now I find that I have finn’d too late. 
O Matcorm! O my king! before my eyes 
He ftands confeft ; --- accarft Dovatus dies.” 

His guilty foul in thefe dire accents fled). 

I left with hafty fleps the filent dead. 
Bereath the birch my aged fire I found ; 
His life was ebbing thro’ the purple wound.. 
On me the aged fenior lifts his eyes,. 

And mixes feeble accents with his fighs. 

“ Arprn, the commerce of this world I leave, 
Convey my reliques to my father’s grave. 

Ten friendly youths the homely rites fhall pay 3: 
Lead thou the reft, my Auprn, tothe fray.: 
Penmarx invades: ---- this was a pilf’ring band, 
Who fpread divided terror o’erthe tand.”” 

He faid': a qualm fueceeds; tears fill my eyes;. 
And woe, fecurely, fhuts the gates. of voice 3. 
Silent and fad I hang the dying o’er, 

And with warm tears intenerate his gore.” 

The chief refumes:---- my brave, my only fom! 
Yes, Atpin, I may call thee all my own; 

1 fhall not veil afecret in my death ; 


Take then-this ftory of my lateft bregth : 
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The twentieth feafon liv’ries o’er the year, 

Since on the SeEvErn’s banks I met the war ;- 

In private feud, againft a. Saxon lord, 

The great Dumsar had rais’d his kindred-fword :: 
I on the foe my bow auxiliar bend,. 

And join afar our fam/’ly’s antient friend: 
Returning thence I next.the Tay divide, 
Thativery night the great King Matcorm dy’d. 
My clan in arms might'then preferve their king 5 
But Fate withftood ;---- along:in arms we ring, 
An infant’s cries, at diftance, took my ear, 

I went, found thee, a helplef$ orphan there. 
The king, who long infix’d indumb furprize, 
Run o’er the fpeaking youth with fearching eyes, 
Here ftopt him fhort, his arms around him flung, 

And filent on th’ aftonifi’d warrior hung’; 

My fon, my fom! at laft, perplex’d, he cries, 
My Durrvs!----tears hung’in his joyful eyes > 
The crouding tide of joy his words fupprefs’d; 
He clafps the youth, in filence, to his breaft. 
Th’ aftonith’d chiefs, congeal’d’in dumb amaze,. 


Stiffen’d to fitence, on each other eaze. 
? oO 


> 


i) 
= 
Lor 
an 
= 
O 
— 
+ 
&% 
tae] 


Sudden their cheeks are vary’d witl 


Andglad diforder darted from their eyes, 
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As when before the fwains, with inftant found, 
The forky bolt defeending tears the ground ; 
They ftand; with ftupid gaze each other eye: 

So flood the chiefs opprefs’d with fudden joy. 

At length, relax’d from fetters of furprize, 

“ Welcome,brave youth!” the feepter’d fenior cries, 
‘““ Welcome to honours juftly thine alone, 
Triumphant mount, tho’ late, thy father’s throne. 
To thee with joy the {cepter I refign,. 

And waft the kingdom to the coming line.’ 

He faid: and thus the youth; “1 only know 

To fhoot the {fpear, and bend the ftubborn bow ; 
Unikill’'d to ftreteh o’er nations my command, 

Or in the feales of judgment poife a land. 

Wield full the {cepter which with grace you wear, 
And 


While, locking up to thee, as I obey, 


cuide with fteadier hand the regal car ; 

I firft tranfcrib2 my future rules of {way ; 

Till late enjoy the throne which you bequeath, 
An] only date dominion from thy death.” 


Refolv’d he fpoke :----burfts of applaufe around 


And leaves the fields of death, and finifh’d war ; 


Whom 
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Whom time and honeft fcars-another made, 
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And friendly hope long plac’d among the dead;: 

At firfthis fire looks with indifference on,- 

But foon he knows,. and hangs upon his fon, 
So all the chiefs the royal youth embrace ;: 

While joys, tumultuous,.rend the lofty place. 
While thus the king, and noble chiefs rejoice, .. 

Harmonious bards exalt the tuneful voice: 

A. fele& band: by Inputpn’s bounty fed, 

To keep in fong the-mem’ry. of. the dead! 

‘They handed down the ancient rounds of time, 

In oral ftory and recorded-rhyme. | 
The vocal quire in tuneful concert fings 

Exploits of heroes, and of antient kings: 

How firft in Fercus Careponia rofe ; 

What hofts fhe conquer’d, and repell’d what foes. 

Thro’ time in reg’lar feries they decline, 

And touch each name of the Fercustan line; 

Great Caractacus, Fercus’ awful fword ; 

That bravely loft his country, this reftor’d: 

Hisernia’s {poils, Grecorivus’ martial fire ; 

The ftern avenger of his murder’d fire: 

Beneath his fword, as yet, whole armies groan, 

Anda whole nation paid the blood of One. 

At 
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At length defcend the rough impetuous ftrains: 

‘Fo: valiant Durrus, and the flaughter’d Danes: 

The battle lives in verfe ; in fong they wound; 

And falling-fquadrons thunder on:the ground. 
Thus, in the firain, the bards impetuous rolk,, 

And quaff the gen’rous fpirit of the bowl; 

At length from the elab’rate fong refpire ; 


"Phe chiefs remove,. and all.to reft-retire.. 


End. of Canto fiftiy. 
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Yea TOW, in the blufhing eaft, the morn arofe ; 
N Its lofty head, in grey, the palace fhows. 
Within, the king and valiant chiefs prepare 
To urge the chace, and wage the mountain-war. 
The bufy menials thro” the palace go ; 
Some whet the fhaft, and others try the bow ; 
This view’d the toils; that taught the horn to found; 
Another animates the fprightly hound. 

For the fleet chace the fair CureNna arms, 
And from the gloom of forrow ’wakes her charms 
The Hero’s royal birth had reach’d her ear, 
And fprightly hope: affum’d the throne oft eare : 
Around her flender waift the cincture flides; 
Her mantle fows behind’ in crimfon tides. 
Bright rings of gold her braided. ringlets bind ;: 
The rattling quiver, laden, hangs behind. 
She feiz’d, with fnowy. hand, the polifh’d bow,. 
And mov’d: before;, majeitieally flow. 

The chiefs behind advance their fable forms; 
And with dark contraft heighten all. her charms. 
Thus, on expanded plains of heavenly blue, 
Thick-gather’d.clouds the queen of night purfues. 
And 
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And as they croud behind their fable lines,. 
The virgin-light with double luftre thines.. 

The maid her glowing charmsthus onward bears; 
His manly height, afide, young. Durrus rears. 
Her beauty he, his manhood the admires;. 

Both mov’d along, and fed their filent fires. 

The Hunters toithe lofty mountains came: 

Their eager breatts anticipate the game : 

The foreft they divide, and found the horn; 

The gen’rous hounds within their bondage burns |» 
Struggle for freedom, long to ftretch away, 

And in the breeze already find the prey.. 

| | At the approaching noife the farting deer 

| Croud on the heath, and ftretch away in fear; 
Wave, as they {pring,.their branchy heads on-high, 
Skim o’er the wild, and leave the. aching eye.. 
The eager: liounds, unchain’d, devour: the heath ;: 
They fhoot along,. aad pant:a living death:. 
Gaining upon their journey, as they dart,. 

Each from the herd feleéts ‘a flying hart. 

Some urg’d the bounding flag a different way, 

And hung with open- mouth upon the prey : 

Now they. traverfe the heath, and now affail 


The rifing hill, now fkim along the vale: 
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Now they appear, now Jeave the aching eyes, 
The mafter follows with exulting cries ; 
Fits, as he flies, the arrow tothe ftring ; 
The reft within the rattling quiver ring : 
He, as they fhoot the lofty mountains o’er, 
Purfues in thought, and fends ‘his foul before. 
Thus they with fupple joints the-chace purfue, 
Rife on .the hills, and vanitth on the brow. 

On the blue heav’ns arofe a night of cloudss 
The radiant lord of day his glory fhrouds: 
The rufhing whirlwind {peaks with growlingbreath, 
Roars thro’ the hill, and {cours along the heath : 
Deep rolling thunder, rumbling from afar, 
Proclaims with murm’ring voice th’ aerial war : 
| Fleet light’nings flath in awful ftreams of light, 
Dart thro’ the gloom, and vanifh from the fight : 
The blufvring winds thro’ heav’ns black concave 
found, 
_ Rain batters earth, and fmokes along the ground. 
| Down the fteep hill the rufhing torrents run, 
| And cleave with headlong rage their journey on; 
The lofty mountains echo to the fall ; 


| A muddy deluge fagnates on the vale. 
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Curena mov’d a long the level ground ; 
A hart defcends before the op’ning hound : 
From the recoiling chord fhe twang’d the dart, 
And pierce’d the living vigour of the hart: 
He ftarts, he {prings ; but falling as he flies, 
Pours out his tim’rous foul with weeping eyes. 
As o’er the dying prey the huntrefs figh’d, 
Before the wind heav’n pours a fable tide, 
And lowring threats a ftorm: A rocky cave, 
Where monks fucceffive hew’d their houfe and 

grave, 

Lavites into its.calm recefs the fair: 
The rev’rend father breath’d abroad his pray’r. 
The valiant Durrus.comes with panting breath, 
Faces the ftorm, and flalks acrofs the heath. 
His fleeky hounds, a faithful tribe, before, 
Are bath’d with blood, and vary’d o’er with gore. 
Drench’d with the rain, the noble youth defcends, 
And, in the cave, the growling Rorm defends. 
Amaz’d, aftonith’d, fix’d in dumb furprize, 
The lovers fioed, but fpoke with filent eyes: 
At length the diftant colloquy they rear, 
Run o’er the chace, the mountain, and the deer. 
Far 
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Far from. the foul th’ evafive tongue departs, 
Their eyes are only faithful to their hearts. 
The winding volumes of difcourfe return, 
Toa hoftile fields by gallant Durrus thorn. 
Tl’ imperial maid muft hear it o’er again, 
How fell Dovarus was by Durrus flain: 
How, by the fon, the father’s murd’rer fell, 


Phe kindling virgin flames-along the tale. 


She turns, fhe quakes, and from her bofom fighs, 


And all her foul comes melting in her eyes. 


Flames, not unequal, all the youth poffefs, 


He, for the firft, hears willingly his praife. 
Praife, harfhly heard from warriors, kings and 
lords, 

came down in balm on fair-Curewa’s words. 
The royal pair thus fed the mutual fire, 

Now fpeak, now paufe, when both alike admire. 

He longs to vent the paffion of his foul, 

And fhe the tempefts in her bofom roll. 

Now he begun; but fhame his voice oppreft ; 

Loth to offend, his eyes muft tell the reft. 


At length, upon the headlong paffion born, 


He {poke his love, and had a kind return; 
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She figh’d, fhe own’d, and bent her modeft eyes, 
While blufhing rofes on her cheeks arife. 

Thus, on the vale, the poppy’s blufhing head, 
Brimful of fammer-fhow’rs, to earth is weigh’d, 
Fann’d with the rifing breeze it flow inclines, 
While o’er the mead the rofy luftre fhines. 

Ixputpn into his cave the hermit led, 

Found erring thro’ the mountains flormy head. 
Curena, ftarting as the king appears, 3 

Looks evry way, and trembles as fhe fears: 
On her mild face the modeft blufhes rife, 

And fair diforder darted from her eyes. 

The parent-king obferv’d the virgin whole, 

And read the :harmlefs fecret in her foul. 

A while the maze of calm difcourfe they wind; 
At length the-king unveils his royal mind. 

“© \Warded from Arsion’s head the ftorm is o’er; 
Her prince. is found, her foes are now no more: ' 
Thro’ time ’tis ours her happinefs to trace ; 
>Tis ours to bind the future bands of peace. 
Pofterity for Arzion’s crown may fisht, 

And couch ambition in the nameof right ; 
With {pecious titles urge the civil war, 


crown their guilty journey tear : 


And to. a 
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I end thefe fears :----the flreams fhall run in one; 

Nor ftruggling kindred firive to'mount the throne. 
I fhield my daughter with young Durrus arms, 

a Oo 

And blefs the warrior with Cuzena’s charms.” 
Thus faid the king. Their willing hands they join: 
The rev’rent prieft runs o’er the rites divine. 


The folemn ceremony clos’d- with pray’r; 


vy, 
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And Durrvs call’d his own the royal fair. 


The ftorm is ceas’d: the clouds tog 
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And clear, at once, the azure fields of fky : 


ether fly, 


The mid-day fun pours down his fultry flame, 

And the-wet heath waves gliffring in the beam. 
The hunter chiefs appear, upon the brow, 

Fall down the hill, and join the king below 

Slow, thro’ the narroy w vale, their fteps they bear ; 

Behind adyance tite fpoils of Sylvan war. 

Far on ahead-land point condens’d they ftood, 

And threw their eyes o’er ocean’s fable flood ; 

Tall fhips advance afar: their canvas-fails 

In their fwoln bofom. gather all the gales ; 

Floating along the fable back of fea, 

Before the wind they cut their fpumy way ; 

Bend in their courfe, majeftically flow, 

And to the land their lazy journey plow. 
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Thus fpungy clouds on heav’n’s blue vault arife, 
And float, before the wind, along the fkies; 
Their wings oppos’d to the illuftrious fun, 
Shine, as they move, majeftically on.. 
Thus godlike Harorp brought his floating aid, 
Unknowing Suzno’s number’d with the dead, 
From Anexia’s coafts he call’d his troops afar,. 
To aid his brother in the foreign war. 
Artiv’d;. he in the wave the anchor throws, 
Attempts to land, and Argron’s chiefs oppofe 5 
Wave on the fatal fhore the pointed fpear, 
And fend the arrow whizzing thro’ the air. 

The Danes return the fying death afar, 
And, as they eroud away, maintain the war. 
An arrow tore thro’ air ite murn’ring path, 
Feil on the king, and weigh’d him down to death: 
Quick, from the wound, the blood tumult’ous 

{prung, | 
And o’er the fand the recking weapon flung = 
Prone on the ftrand, an awful trunk he lies,. 
hile fleep eternal fteals upon. his'eyes. 

‘The mournful chiefs around the dying ftood, 


Some raife the body, others ftem the blood: 
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In vain their care ; ---the foul for ever fled, 
And fate had number’d Inpuipu with the dead. 
Curzna, whom young Durrus fet apart, 
With a green bank fecur’d the hottile dart: 
Her father’s fate affail’d her tender ear, 
She beat her fnowy breaft, and tore her hair: 
Frantic along the fand: the run, ‘fhe flew, 
And on the corfe diftreisful beauty threw: 
She eall’d her father’s fhade with filial cries, 
And all the daughter ftreaming from her eyes. 
Bent on revenge the furious Durrus firode, 
And hes with angry look, .the fable flood. 
A fhip, which near had took its nodding ftand, 
Fix’d with the pitchy haulfer to the ftrand, 
Remains of Sveno’s fleet; the Hero view'd, 
And to the mournful warriors fpoke aloud : 
“ Let thefe whofe actions are enchain’d by years 
Honour the mighty dead with friendly tears’; 
While we of youth, defcending to the main, 
Exaét fevere atonement: of the Dane.” 
He thus: and ruflring thro’ the billowy-roars ; 
Vith brawny arms his-rapid journey oars. ; 
Divides with rolling cheft the ridgy fea, 


Lafhing the bubbling liquid in his way. 
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The boat he feiz’d, and, meaf’ring back the deep, 
Wafted his brave, companionssto the fhips 
The haulfer. broke,. wfuri’d the fwelling fail,. 
And caught the vig’rous f{pisit-of the gale : 
Before the fable prow the ocean parts,.- 

And groans beneath:the veffel as it. darts. 

Now on, the foe the Scotrisn«warriors gain; 
Swells on the! approaching eye’the floating Danes. 
Fierce. Uxiarce’s {kill Brought up the lazy rear, 
Fam’d in the fields of main to urge the war. 

T wice’feven years, in bafe. purfuit.of - gain, 

He plow’d the waves, the.common-foe of méa 3 

At laft. to Haroxp aiding arms he join’ds 

Grafping the fpoil with avaricious mindy 

Av firft he fhoots'the leaping fhaft.afar,., 

And manages with fkill the diftant war. 

T:he chiefs of -Arsion. with colleéted might,: 

Bear on the foe,,andclofe the naval fight. 

Deck join’d to deck, and man-engag’d with man, 

Sword {poké. with fword, and:Seer transfix’d his 
Dane. 

The fmoaking oak isicover’d o’er with gore, 

Till the whole pyrate-crew are now no more; 


The 
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The empty hull from ‘wave to-wave is toft, 
Nods as it floats, the {port of ev’ry blaft. 

The Carepontan chiefs again purfue:: 

The Scanpinavian fleet o’er' ocean Hew. 
T’elude the foe the:Danes fly diff’rent- ways; 
And cut with fep’rate prows:the hoary -feas. 
Some bear to fea, fome ruth upon the land, 
And fly amain on earth, a trembling band. 

As, in purfuit of doves, on rapid wings 
The darting hawk thro’ air his journey fingss 
But when the parting flock divides the fky, 
Hovers, in doubt this way or that to fly. 

So undetermin’d long young Durrws flood; 

At length he figh’d, and thus begun:aloud: 

“ While thus, O chiefs, we urgethe flying Dang, 
Unmourn’d, unhonour’d lies the mighty flain; 
?Tis ours to grace with woe great InpvLPH’s bier, 
And o’er his fallen virtue fhed the tear.” 

The warrior {poke : the Carepontans figh’d, 
And with returning prow the waves divide; 
With {welling fail bring on the fatal fhore, 

he aged chiefs uel 
In fad proceffion to the filent ies ale 


Forfake 
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Forfake with lazy fteps:the founding main, 
And move.a fad and lamentable train. 

Behind the dead the tuneful bards appear, 
And mingle with their elegies the tear : 
From their fad hearts the mournful numbers flow, 
In ali the tuneful melody of woe. 

In grief’s folemnity Curena leads 
A mournful train of tear-diftiiling maids: 
Above the reft, the beauteous queen appears, 
And heightens all her beauties with her tears. 

Now in the tomb the godlike Inpurpn laid, 
Shar’d the dark couch with the illuftrious dead: 
All o’er his grave the mournful warriors figh, 
And give his duftthe tribute of the eye: 


heemoving, 


as the night inwrapt the fky, 

They fhare the nuptial feaft with folemn Joy. : 
The royal Durrus, with a ‘hufband’s care, 
Sooth’d, in his martial arms, ‘the forrowing fairs 
O’er ALBion’s rocks exerted his-command, 


And ftretch’d his fcepter o’er a willing land. 
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Perfons of the DRAMA. 


Orgar, Earl of Devonfhire. 
Chorus, of Britifh Virgins. 
Elfrida, Daughter to Orgar, 
Athelwold, Hufband to Elfrida. 
Edwin, a Mefienger. 

Edgar, King of England. 


Orgar difguis’din a Peafant’s Habit {peaks the Prologues 


SCENE, a Lawn before Athelweld’s Caftle in 
Harewood Fore/t. 


is venerable wood, 
glories of the orient fun, 
yon fair manfion! The foft air 


Salutes m t cool and temp’rate breath ; 


| And, as I tread, the fow’r-befprinkled lawn 
| Sends upa gale of fragrance. I fhould guefs, 
e1gn’d vifit mortal clime, 


" 


This was her 2 
Grant heav’n! I find it fuch. °Tis now three months, 
Since firft Earl Athe/wold efpous’d my daughter. 
He then befought me, for fome little fpace 
The nuptials might be fecret; many reafons, 
He faid, induc’d to this: I made no paufe, 
But, refting on his prudence, to his will 
Gave abfolute concurrence. Soon as married, 
| He to this fecret feat convey’d Elfrida ; 
Convey’d her as by ftealth, enjoy’d, and left her: 
Yet not without I know not what excufe 
_ Of call to court, of Edgar’s royal friendfhip, 
| And England’s welfare. To his Prince he went: 
| And fince, as by intelligence I gather, 
He oft returns to this his cloyfter’d wife ; 
But ever with a privacy moft fladied. 


If e’er content d 
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dom beyond the Hee of one fun: 

hen, back te peas while the his abfence mourns 
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nely hour. 1 brook not this. 


Had “Aili old efpous’d fome bafe-born peafant, 
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This ufage had a apt: but when he took 

My cane) 


hter to his arms, he took a virgin, 
ofe r ay veins the blood of ancient kings 
Ran in un velal d firea am. Yes, her high lineage 
‘ ive hers lace and notice with the nobleft 
’s court. Elfrida’s beauty too 
: from a father’s foolith fondnefs) 
ee amid the faireft, and reflect 
gar glory on that Beauty’s mafter. 
This act Paieeales the madman. Who, that own’d 
Anem’rald, es or rich chev rolite, 
Would hide its luitre ? he would bid it blaz 
Confpicuous on bist brow. Haply Avheluold 
Nay ‘have efpous’d fome other. "Sdeath he durft not. 
My former fice 3 4s arms muft have inform’d him, 
hat Orgar, while he hiv’d, would never prove 
A traytor to his honour. If he has—— 
This aged arm is not fo much unftrung 
By flack’ ning years, but juft revenge will brace it, 
And, by yon aw fol heav'n——-But hold, my rage. 
1-came to fearch into this matter coolly. 
Hence, to Sie: the father and the ‘Earl, 
This pilgrim’s ftaff, and fcrip, and all thefe marks 
Ot oan poverty. 
Cho. (within) Hail to thy living light, ambrofial ort 
Al} bail thy refeat ray ! 
Or. But hark, the found of {weeteft minttrelfy 
Breaks on my ear. ‘The females, I fuppofe, 
Whom Athekwold has left my child’s attendants : 
‘That, when fhe ’wails the Rete of her Lord, 
Their lenient airs, and {prightly-fancied fongs, 
May deal away her woes. ” See, they ¢ approach : 
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Til wait the cadence of their harmony, 
And then addreis them. with fome feigned tale. 
[He retires. 
ODE.. 
Cho. Hail to thy living light, 
Ambrofial morn! all hail thy rofeat ray: 
That bids gay Nature all her charms difplay 
In varied beauty bright ; 
That bids each dewy-fpangled fowret rife, 
And dart around its vermeil dies ; 
Bids filver. luftre.grace. yon fparkling tide, 
That winding warbles down the mountain’s fide. 


Away, ye goblins all 
Wont the bewilder’d traveller to daunt ; 
Whofe vagrant feet have trac’d your fecret haunt 
Befide fome lonely wall, 
Or fhatter’d ruin of a mofs-grown tow’r, 
Where, at pale midnight’s fillet hour, 
Thro’ each rough chink the folemn orb of night. 
Pours momentary gleams of trembling light. 


Away, ye elves, a 
Shrink at ambrofial morning’s living. ray 3 

That living ray, whofe pow’r benign. 
Unfolds the fcene of glory to our eye, 

Where, thron’d in artlefs majefty, 
The cherub Beauty fits on Nature’s ruitic fhrine. 


Cuorus, OrGAR. 

Cho. Silence, my fitters. Whence this rudenefs, Stranger, 
That thus has prompted thine unbidden ear 
To liften to oar ftrains? 

Or, Your pardon, Virgins ; 
T mean not’ radene {s, tho’ I dar’d to liften ; oe 
For ah ; what ear fo fortify’d and barr’d 
|  Againit the tuneful force of vocal charms, 
| But would with tranfport to fuch fweet affailants 

Surrender its attention? never yet 


Have 
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Have I paft by the night-bird’s "cuftom’d fpray, 
What time the pours her wild and artlefs fong, 
Without attentive paufe and filent rapture ; 
How could I then, with favage difregard, 
Hear voices tun’d by nature {weet as hers, 
Grac’d with all art’s addition ? 

Cho. Thy mean garb, 

And this thy courtly phrafe but ill accord. 
Whence, and what art thou, Stranger ? 

Or. Virgins, know 
Thefe limbs have oft been rob’d in fairer vet + 
But what avails it now? all have their fate ; 
And mine’ has been moft wretched. 

Cho. May we afk 
What cruel caufe 

Or. No! Let this haplefs breaft 
Still hide the melancholy tale. 

Cho. We know, 

‘There oft is found an avarice in grief ; 

And the wan eye of forrow loves to gaze 
Upon its fecret hoard of treafur’d woes 

In pining folitude. Perhaps thy mind 

akes the fame penfive caft: If not, indulge 
The tender temper of our virgin-fouls, 
Which loves to melt in fympathizing tears 
And focial fighs. 

Or. Ah! ill would it become ye, 

To let the woes of fuch a wretth as I am, 
E’er dim your bright eyes with a pitying tear. 

Cho. The eye, that will not weep another's forrew, 
Should boat no gentler brightnefs than the glare, 
‘That reddens in the eye-ball of the wolf. 

Let us entreat— 

Or. Know, Virgins, I was born 
‘To ample property of lands and flo 
On this fide Taweeda’s ftream, My youth and vigor 
Atchiev’d full many a feat of martial prowedis : 

Nor was my ‘kill in chivalry unnoted 
Xn the fair volume of my | 
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Who ever held me in his beft efteem, 
And clofeft to his perfon. When he paid, 
What all muft pay, to fate ; and fhort-liv’d Edwy 
Mounted the vacant throne, which now his brother 
Fills (as loud fame reports) right royally ; 
IT then, unfit for pageantry and courts, 
Retir’d me with a fet of chofen vaffals, 
To my paternal feat. But ah! not long 
Had I enjoy’d the {weets of that recefs, 
Ere by the favage inroads of bafe hinds, 
That fallied frequent from the Scottifh heights, 
‘My lands were all laid wafte, my people murder’d ; 
And I, thro’ impotence of age unfit 
To que!) their brutal rage, was fore’d to drag 
My mis’ries thro’ the land, a friendlefs wand’rer. 
Cho. We pity and condole thy wretched ftate, 
But we can dono more; which, on thy part, 
Claims juft returns of pity : for, whofe lot 
Demands it more than theirs, whom fate forbids 
To tatte the joys of courteous charity ; 
To wipe the trickling tears, which dew the cheek 
Of palfy’d age; to fmooth its furrow’d brow, 
And pay its grey hairs each dew reverence ? 
Yet fuch delight we are forbid to tafte ; 
For ’tis our Lord’s command, that not a ftranger, 
However high or lowly his degree, 
Have entrance at thefe gates. 
Or. Who may this tyrant—— 
Cho. Alas, no tyranthe; the more our wonder 
At this harfh mandate: tendernefs and pity 
Have made his breaft their home. He is a man 
More apt, thro’ inborn gentlenefs, to err, 
In giving mercy’s tide too free a courfe, 
Than with a thrifty and illiberal hand 
To circumfcribe its channel. This his praife :) 
You'll hear the general theme in Edgar’s court: 
For Edgar ranks him firft in his high favour ; 
Loads him with honours, which the Earl receives, 
A er fran! 
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Only to fpread a facred gale of bleffings 
Thro’ all the realm. 

Or.'*Methinks, this pleafing portrait 
Bears ftrong refemblance of Lord rhelwold. 

Cho. Himfelf: no Briton but has heard his fame. 

Or."Tis wondrous ftrange ; can you conceive no caufe 
For this his conduc ? 

Cho. None, that we may truft. 

Or. Your garbs befpeak you for the fair attendants 
Of fome illuitrious dame, “the wife, or fifter 
Of this dread Earl. 

Cho. On this head too, old man, 

We are commanded a religious filence : 
Which ftridtly we obey ; for well we know 
Fidelity’s the beft and faireft wreath, 

That can adorn a fervant’s brow. Farewel, 
Depart with our béft wifhes ; we do trefpats 
To hold fuch open converfe with a ftranger. 

Or. Stay, Virgins, ftay: have ye no friendly thed, 
But bord’ring on your caftle, where thefe limbs 
Might lay their load of mis’ry for an hour? 
Have ye no food, however mean and homely, 
Wherewith I might fupport declining nature ? 
Ev’n while I fpeak, I feel my fpirits fail ; 
And well, full well, I know, thefe trembling feet, 
Ere I can pace a hundred fteps, will fink 
Beneath their wretched burthen. 

Cho. Piteous fight! 
What fhall we do, my fifters? T’o admit 
This man beneath the roof, would be to fcorn 
The Eartl’s ftrit interdi€t ; and yet my heart 
Bleeds to behold that white, old, rev’rend head 
Bow’d with fuch mifery.—Yes, we muft aid him. 
Hie thee, poor pilgrim, to yon neighbouring bow’r, 
O’er which an old oak fpreads his awful arm, 
Mantled in browneft foliage, and beneath 
Theivy, gadding from th’ untwifted item, 
Curtains each verdant fide. There thou may’ft reft, 
There alfo find fome dry’d, autumnal fruit, 
Lodg’d 
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Lode’d in the hollow of its aged trunk. 

Much do we with ’twere better fare. 
Or. Kind heav’n ! 

Reward-———— 
Cho. Nay! ftay not here to, thank us, 

But hatte to give your age this poor affiftance. 

That done, we do conjure you leave the place 

With cautious fecrefy ; for, was it known, 

That thus we trefpats’d on our lord’s command, 

The confequence were fatal. 
Or. Faireft maid! 

Think not I'll bafely draw down punifhments 

On my prefervers. I withdraw. May bleflings 

Showr’d from yon fount of blifs repay your kindnefs. 

[Ext Orgar. 

Semichor. Yes, fitters, yes, when pale diltrefs 

Implores your aiding hand, 

Let not a partial faithfulnefs, 

Let not a mortal’s vain command 

Urge you to break th’unalterable laws 

Of heav’n-defcended charity. 

Ah ! follow ftill the foft-ey’d deity ; 

For know, each path fhe draws, 

Along the plain of life, 

Meets at the central dome of focial joy. 

Follow the foft-ey’d deity ; 

She bids ye, as ye hope for blefflings, blefs. 

Aid then the gen’ral caufe of gen’ral happinefs. 
Semichor. Humanity ! thy awful {train 

Shall ever meet our ear, 

Sonorous, fweet, and clear. 

And, as amid the fprightly-{welling train 

Of dulcet notes, that breathe 

From flute or lyre, 

The deep bafe rolls its manly melody, 

Guiding the tuneful choir ; 

So thou, humanity, fhall lead along 

Th’ accordant paflions in their moral fong, 

And give our mental concert trueft harmony. fa 
B (70. 
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Cho. But fee, Elfrida comes. 

Should we again refume our former ftrain, 

And hail the morn that paints her waking beauties ; 

Or wait her gentle bidding : ? Rather wait; 

For, as I think , fhe feems in muting iret 

And there are times, when.to the penfive foul 

The warbling voice of foftelt melody 

Seems but difcordant har fhnefs. 


ELFripa, CHORUS, 
E/f. O my Virgins, 
With whata leaden and retarding weight, 
Does expeCiation load the wing of time? 
How have thefe three dull hours crept Janguid on, 
Since firft the crimfon mantle of the morn 
Skirted yon gay.horizon ? Say, my friends, 
Have I mifcounted ? did not Athelweld 
eR parting fix this morn for his return, 
his dear Jong-wifh’d for morn? He did, he did, 
And feal’d it with a kifs; I could not err. 
And yet hecomes not. He was wont outftrip 
The fun’s moft early {peed, and make its rifing 
To me unwith’d and needlefs. ‘This delay 
Creates ftrange doubts and {cruples in my breaft. 
Courts throng with Beauties, and my Ahelwold 
Jas a foft, fufcepti ible heart, as prone 
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To yield its dove to ev'ry {pz arkling ey 

As is the mufk-rofe to difpenfe its fragrance 

To evry whif ‘ring breeze ; perh i falfe 
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Perhaps E//rida’s wretched. 
Cis See, Elfrida, 
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Ah fee | how round yen branching elm the ivy 
‘Twines its green cha and poiions what iupports it. 
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blooming fhoots 
Of growing love is fickly jealouly. 
EIf. My mind nor pines with fick ly jealoufy, 
Nor triumphs in outa and peace. 
ee oO = ves, muft fear; and {ure who loves like me, 
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Cho. ms whence the caufe? Your Earl 


Flas ever yet (this little breach excepted) 

Been punttual to appointm ent. Dhid his ey 

Glow with lefs ardent paffion when he aA you, 
Than at the firft blefs’d pak gee: No, I mark’d him, 
His parting glance fhot fervent, conftant love, 

Brae fealty unalter’'d. Do not fear him. 


EF. 1 fhould not fear him, were his prefent flay Ue 
The only caufe. Alas, itis not fo! 4 
Why comes my Earl fo fecret to thefe ar af EA 
Why, but becanfe he fears fome other Fa : 


Cc 
Sh ould d hear of his ftol’n a Gig atod, 9 Why am I 
Here fhrouded up, hke the pale ihe ift, 
Who knows no vifitant, fave the lone owl, 
That leaves his ivy-cretted batt! ah pee 
And fails on flow wing thro’ oe nate er’d ifles, 
Lifting her faintly orifons. Why an a 
Deny’ d to follow my departing lord 
W hene’ er his duty calls him to the palace ° 
Cho. Covet not that ; the nobleft proof of love 
That Athelwold ean give, is ftill guard 
.. tender beauties from the ble 
Of courtly gales. Thed Titaite Wee tint 
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Detain my Athelwold. If he were here, 


Flis prefence: would convert this range of o: 
To ftately columns ; be le oAay liv’ ried flow’rs 
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That jutt their antlers forth in fportive fray, 
To armed knights at jouft or tournament. 
If A:Aelwold dwelt here ; if no ambition 
Could lure his fteps from love, and this ftill foreft ; 
If { might never moan his time of abfence, 
Longer than that which ferv’d him for the chace 
Or of the wolf, or ftag; or when he bore 
The hood-wing’d falcon forth: might thefe, my Virgins, 
And thefe alone, be love’s fhort intervals ; 
I thould not have one thought remote from Harewood. 
Cho. And would you wifh that 4thelwold thould flig ht 
The weal of England, and on thefe light toys 
Watte his unvalued hours? No; fond £/rida ; 
His aétive foul is wing’d for nobler flights : 
‘There let it foar, nor, like the lofty lark, 
"Phat rides the fun-beam warbling, fudden drop 
And roof itfelf in the low earthy furrow. 
Elf. What then, muit Exg/ana’s welfare hold my Earl 
For ever from thele fhades ? 
Che. We fay not that. 
The youth, who baths in pleafure’s limpid ftream 
At well-judg’d intervals, feels all his {oul 
ferv’d with recruited ftrength ; but if too oft 
He fwims in {portive mazes thro’ the flood, 
Tt chills his languid virtue. For this caufe 
Your Earl forbids, that thefe inchanting groves, 
And their fair miftrefs, fhould pofiels him wholly. 
Me knows he has a country and a king, 
That claim his firft attention ; yet be iure, 
"TY will not be long, ere his unbending mind 
Shall feek a {oft a/y/um from thofe cares, 
Amid th’embow’ring fhades that veil B/frida. 
E/f. © be that fpeech prophetic ; may he foon 
Seek thefe embow’ring fhades! Mean while, my 
friends, 
"Tune fome harmonious lay, whofe f{prightly notes 
Flow in fuch happy defcant as may {peed 
The lazy hours, that now move flowly on 
With dull and flagging pinion, For fweet mufic 
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Has got a magic fpell to aid their flight, 
And make them fkim thro’ their diurnal round 
Swift as the {wallow circles. Come, ye Virgins, 
Ye have been nurs’d amid yon Cambrian rocks, 
Where yet pofterity retains fome vein 
Of that old minftrelfy, which whilom breath’d 
Thro’ each time-honour’d grove of Britifh oak 
There, where the {preading confecrated boughs 
Fed the fage mifletoe, the holy Druids 
Lay rapt in moral mufings ; while the Bards 
Call’d from their wiry harps fuch folemn airs, 
As drew down fancy from the realms of light 
To paint fome radiant vifion on their minds 
Of high myfterious polls Virgins, wake 
Some ftrain as fweetly foothing. I, reclin’d 
On yonder neighb’ring bank, will watch his coming. 
[Exit Elfridas 
OD E. 
Cho. The turtle tells her plaintive tale, 
Sequefter’d in fome fhadowy vale ; 
The lark in radiant ether flotes, 
And {wells his wild extatic notes : 
Meanwhile on yonder hawthorn {pray 
The linnet wakes her temp’rate lay ; 
She haunts no folitary Aas 
She flutters o’er no fon- fhine mead, 
No love-born griefs depre{s her fong, 
No raptures lif ft it lou idly high, 
But foft fhe trills, amid th’ aerial throng, 
Smooth fimple ftrains of fob’reft harmony. 


Sweet bird! like thine our lay fhall flow, 
Nor gaily loud, n {adly flow ; 

For to thy note fate and clear, 
Content ftill lends a lil?ning ear. 
Reclin’d this mofly bank along, 

Oft has fhe eard thy ealy fong : 

Why hears not now? what fairer grow 
From Harewood lures her devious love ? 


What 
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What fairer grove than Harewood knows, 
More woodland walks, more fragrant gales, 
More fhadowy bowers, inviting foft repofe. 
fore itreams flow-wand’ring thro’ her winding vales.. 


Perhaps to fome lone cave the rover flies, 
Where lull’d in pious peace the hermit lies. 
For, {corning oft the gorgeous hall, 
Where banners wave with blazon’d gold, 
There will the meek-ey’d nymph delight to call, 
And with the folemn Seer high converte hold. 


There, Goddefs, on the fhagey mound, 

Where trembling torrents ‘roar around, 

Where pendant mountains o’er your head 
Stretch their formidable fhade ; 

You liiten, while the holy Seer 

Slowly chaunts his vefpers Clear; 

Gr of his {paring mefs partake, 

The fav’ry pulfe, the wheeten cake, 

The bev’rage cool of limpid rill. 

-' Then, rifing light, your hoft you blefs, 
¥ And o’er-his faintly temples bland diftill 

Seraphic day-dreams of heaven’s happinefs. 


Where’er thou art, enchanting maid, 

Thou foon wilt fmile in Hareavood’s thade : 
Soon will thy fairy feet be feen, 

Printing this dew impearled green ; 

Soon fhall we mark thy geftures meek 

Thy glitt’ring eye, and dimpled cheek, 
What time thou feek’it, with willing hafte, 
Thy lov’lieft throne, EVfrida’s breaft. 
; 


And 
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And, hark, compleating our prophetic ftrain, 
The fleet hoof rattles o’er the flinty plain ; 
Now nearer, and now nearer founds, 
Avaint! ye vain, .delufive fears. 
Hark! echo tells thro’ te pedoiad ps ampleft bounds, 
That Love, Content, and 4e/avold appears. 


ATHELWOLD, Evrripa, CHorus. 
Athel, Look ever thus; with that bright glance of joy 
hus alway.meet my tranfports. Let thefe arms 
Thus ever fold me; and this cheek, that blooms 
With all health’s op’ning rofes, prefs my lips, 
Warm as at this ble! moment. 
Elfri. Athelwold, 
I had prepar'd me m many a ftern rebuke ; 
Had arm’d my brow with frowns, and taught my eye 
Th’. averted ennes of col duets, which might beft 
Greet fuch a loit ‘ring lover ; but I find, 
“T'was a vain tafk; for this my truant heart 
Forgets each leffon, which refentment taught, 
And in thy fight knows only to be happy. 
Athel, My bet Elfrida—Heav'ns ! it cannot laft. 
The giddy height of:joy, to which I’m lifted, 
Is.as a hanging rock, at whofe low foot 
The black and beating furge of infamy 
Rolls ready to.receive, Sei fink my foul. 
E/f. So foon to fall into,this mufing mood 
I thought, my Lord, you promis’d you would leave 
Thefe cares behind at-court. Nay, "twas the caufe 
Affign’d for this my refidence at Harewood, 
That you might never come to thefe.fond arms, 
But witl h a breaft de svoid of public c toil, 
And fiJl’d alone with rapture and Bede 
Said you not fo? why then that ee look, 
That down-cait eye, that fettled mufing pofture ? 
Surely the city’s din, and this ftill foreft 
Have loft their diffrence. Wherefore ftay I here? 
VN with you to the palace, 
Athel, Heav'n forbid ! 
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Elf. Nay, my beft lord, I mean it bat in fport ; 
For thould you bid me quit thefe blooming lawns, 
For fome bare heath, or drear unpeopled defart ; 
Believe me, 1 would think its wildnefs Eden, 

If Athekwold with frequent vifitation 
Endear’d the favage fcene: but yet I fear 
My father. 

Athel. Aah? why him ? 

Elf. You know his temper ; 

How jealous of hisrank, and his trac’d lineage 
From royal anceftry. I fear me much, 

He will not brook you fhould conceal me long 

In this lone privacy: no, he will deem it 

Far unbecoming her, whofe veins are fill’d 

With the rich ftream of his nobility. 

Sould it be fo, his hot and fiery nature, 

I doubt, will blaze, and do fome dreadful outrage. 

Athel. He need not know it, or, if chance he fhould, 
Tt matters not, if fo this foreft life 
Seem of your own adoption and free choice. 

And that it will fo feem, I truft that love, 
Which ever yet has met my wayward will 
With pleas’d compliance, and unafk’d affent. 

Elf. And ever fhall: yet blame me not, my Lord, 
If prying womanhood fhould prompt a with 
To learn the caufe of this your ftrange commotion, 
Which ever wakes, if I but drop one thought 
Of quitting Harewood. 

Athel, Go to the clear furface 
Of yon unruffled lake, and, bending o’er it, 
There read my anfwer. 

E/f. Thefe are riddles, fir 


Athel. No ; for its glafly and reflecting furface 
Will {mile with charms too tempting for a palace. 
Ef. Does Athelwold diftruft E/frida’s faith ? 
Athel. No: but he much diftruits £/frida’s beauty. 
Lif. Away: you trifle. 


Athel. 
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Athel. Never more in earnett ; 
I would not for the throne which Edgar fits on, 
That Edgar fhould behold it. 
Elf. What my Lord, 
Think youthe face, that caught your fingle heart, 
Will make all hearts its captives? vain furmize. 
Yet grant it could; the face is yours alone: 
Not Edgar’s felf would dare to feize it from you. 
Edgar's a king, and not a tyrant. 
Athel, True, 
Edgar’s a king, a juft one ; his firm feet 
Walk ever in the fore-right road of honour ; 
Nor do I know what lure can draw. his fteps 
Devious from that ftraight path, fave only one: 
That tempting lure is beauty. Ah! £/frida, 
Throw but the dazz’ling bait within his view, 
The untam’d wolf does not with fiercer rage 
Burft the flight bondage of the fillken net, 
Than he the ties of law. Late, very late, 
Smit cafually with young Mazz/da’s face 
He ftrait commanded her reluctant mother 
To yield her to his arms: nor had fhe “{cap’d 
The violating fervour of his love, 
Had not the prudent dame fuborn’d her handmaid, 
To take the unchatft office, and be led 
Veil’d in the mafk of night, to Edgar's chamber 
A counterfeit Matilda. As it chanc’d, 
The damfel pleas’d the King, nor did dete¢tion 
A whit abate his fondnefs ; he foregave 
The prudent mother, eas’d Matilda’s fears, 
And led the wanton minftrel to his court. 
Where ftill fhe fhares 
Cho. Behold, Earl Athelwold, 
A meffenger arrives ; his {peed and afpect 
Speek fome important errand. 


Epwin, ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDa, CHORUS. 
Atbel, How now, Edwin ? 


C Edw. 
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Edw. The King, my lord, is on his way toHare- 

wood. 

Athel, The King ! 

Edw. His purpofe is to pafs thro’ Mercia ; 
And in a hafty meflage, fome two hours 
After you left the palace, this his pleafure 
Was fent you by Lord Seo/rid; withal 
Commanding your attendance. You being abfent, 
He ftraitway turn’d his courfe thro’ this fair forett, 
Meaning to chafe the ftag; his train is fmall, 
As was his purpofe fudden. 

E/f. Good my Lord, 
Why thus perplex’d? 

Cho. Heav’ns what a-deep defpair 
Sits on his brow ? 

Elf, 'The notice fare is fhort ; 

But that’s a trifle, a {mall train requires 
The {maller preparation: let him come. 

Athel. Yes, let him come: ‘fo thou wilt fay, El/rida, 
When thou haft heard my tale. Yes, let him come, 
So wilt thou fay, and let thy hufband perih. 

Yet fhall thefe arms once more embrace thee clofely, 
Ere yet thou fly them as the pois’nous adder. 

"Tis o'er: in that embrace E/frida’s love 

Was buried ; and in that embrace, the peace 

Of wretched Abclaweld. 

Elf. What may this be ! 

Athel. O Edwin, Edwin, when furviving malice 
Shall prey upon the. fame of thy dead matfter, 

Wilt thou not fomeway firive to check the fiend’s 
Infatiate fury ? wilt thou fee my name 

Defil’d, and blackcu’d with detraction’s venom, 
And bear it patiently ! 

Elf. What means my beft 

Athel, Peace ; nota word of beft, or lov’d, or dear : 
Thefe are not titles now for thee to ufe, 

Or me to triumphin. Virgins, retire : 
We would awhile be private. Nay, return, 
Concealment would be vain; and ye and Edwin 


Are 
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Are bound to me. A/bina! as for you, 
I fav’d your father, when his blood was forfeit. 
Cbo. Not I, great Earl, alone, but all this train 
Are bound by ev’ry tye of faith and love 
To gen’rous Athefwold ; to that mild matter, 
Who never fore’d our fervice to one act, 
But of fuch liberal fort, as freedom’s felf 
Would fmilingly perform. 
Athel, It may be fo, 
But where’s the tye, E/fida, that may bind 
Thy faith and love? 
Elf. The ftrongeft-fare, my Lord, 
The golden, nuptial tye. Try but its ftrength. 
Athel. | muft perforce this inftant. Know, £ifrida, 
Once, on a day of high feftivity, 
The youthful k King, encircled with his nobles, 
Crown’d | high the {park’ling bow] ; and much of love, 
Of beauty much the {prightly converte ran. 
When, as it well might chance, the britk Lom Arduip! 
fade gallant note of Orgar’ s peerlefs daughter, 
And in fach phrafe as might enflame a breatt 
More cool than Edgar’s. Early on the morrow 
th impatient Monarch gave me fwift cominiflion, 
To view thofe charms, of which Lord 4rdu/pi’s tongue 
Had giv’n {uch warm defcription : to thofe words 
If my ; impartial eye gave e full affent, 
I had his royal mandate on the infant 
To hail you Queen of England. 
E/f. ’Stead of which 
You came, and hail’d me wife of 4thelwald. 
Was this the tale I was fo'taught to fear? 
Was this the deed, Sa known would make me fly 
Thy clafping arm, as "twere the pois’nous adder ? 
No, let this tender, fond embrace afiure ul 
That thy E/f-ida’s love can never die ; 
Or, if it could, chis animati ng touch 
Would foon rewake it into life ae rapture, 
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Athe?, Doft thou then pardon me? come, injur’d 
fovereign, 

Plunge deep thy {word of juftice in this breaft, 
And_-I will die contented. 

Elf. Heav’n forbid! 
What can be done? 

Cc. Indeed, ye conftant pair, 
’Tis fit ye ftrive to fly the coming danger. 
For fafety now fits wav’ring on your love, 
Like the light down upon the thiftle’s beard 
Which ev’ry breeze may part. Say, noble Earl, 
What feint was us’d to lull the King’s impatience ? 

Athel. Soon as thefe fhades had veil’d my beanteous 

bride, 

I hafted back to Edgar, laugh’d at Ardulph, 
And talk’d of E/frid, as of vulgar beauties ; 
Own’d no uncommon light’ning in her eye, 
No breaft that fham’d the fnow, or cheek the rofe. 
‘The prgtaly King believ’d me, and forgot her. 

Cho. But an alliance, great as A:helz wold’s 
With Orgar’s daughter, “foon wo y»uld blaze abroad, 
The theme of popular converte. 

4Aithel. True, it would ; 
And for that reafon, when] ladens here, 
‘The King was taught I went to wed Elfrida. 

Elf. How fo, my Lord ? 

Athel, Thy father, my £i/frida, 
Has rich poficfons: thefe and. thefe alone, 
I made my theme of love ; and told the King, 
‘That tho’ thy face (pardon the im pious fal fh ood) 
Boafted not charms to grace'a monarch’s throne, 
Yet would thy dow’r well fuit his minifter. 

therefor re meant to afk thee of thy father, 
And (that my want of fkul in choice might {cape 
All cenfure) hide thee clofe in Harewood caftle. 
Edgar with imiles confented, and, I think, 
Harbours no thought of my dif loyal ty. 

EY. lf fo, what danger now! 


Athel, 
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Athel. Afk’ft thou, what danger? 
*Sdeath, will that glance not initantly proclaim 
My tenfold treachery ? 
E/f. He fhall not fee me. 
T’ll hide me inftant in fome fecret chamber, 
And robe this Virgin in my bridal veftments. 
Athel, Thy love, like balm, runs trick’ling o’er the 
wounds 
Of my torn bofom ; yet ’tis vain, tis vain ; 
Thou muft thyfelf appear, for rdalph ever 
Attends the King, and would detect the fraud. 
Elf. If fo, yet ftill I can enfure our fafety ; 
For as you fear my foftnefs of complexion, 
I'll ftain it with the juice of dufky leaves, 
Or yellow berries, which this various wood 
From tree to fhrub will yield me. Thefe I'll ufe, 
And form a thoufand methods to conceal 
The little gleams of grace, which Nature lent me. 
Fear not my caution. 
Athel. Gentlet, beft of Creatures, 
Go, do then as thy tender care directs. 
And as how vain? what wond’rous art can fteal 
The liquid lightnings from thofe radiant eyes, 
Or: ‘5 the wavy ringlets of that hair: 
Of all their namelefs graces ; fay it could, 
Yet would that modeft, but majeftic mien, 
That inborn dignity of foul, which breathes 
Thro’ each angelic gefture, ftill remain 
To feife the heart of Edgar. Rett, Elfrida, 
Reit . thou art, in all that blaze of beauty : 
] muft fubmit to my juft lot and lofe thee. 
E/f. Away, my Lord, with thefe too anxious 
{cruples : 
Fear not my carriage ; I will ftoop my head, 
Drawl out an idiot phrafe, and do each act 
Oven ev’n arude and peafant aukwardnefs. 
dw. Ere this my Lord, I think, the King has reach’d 
The full midway ; *twere fit you ftood prepar’d 
To give him meeting. 
Athel. 
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Athel. Give him meeting, Edwin ! 

Alas, Ihave no mafk to veil my bafenefs. 
When deep contrition fhadows all my foul, 

I cannot drefs my features in light fmiles, 

And look the thing Iam not. No, thefe eyes 
Are not as yet true vaflals to my purpofe, 

As yet indeed I am but half a villain. 

E/f. You weigh this matter in too nice a balance. 
Your crime, my Lord, is but the crime of love: 
'Thoufands like you have fail’d. 

Athel. l know, Elfrida, 

Could love abfolve the crime, my foul were pure 
As maiden innocence. Yes, I do love thee, 
And thou art fair—-beyond—But that’s my bane; 
Thy ev'ry charm adds weight to my offence, 
And heaps frefh wrongs upon the beft of Matters. 
Yes, Elfrid, Edgar was the beft of Matters. 
O hide me from the thought in that dear bofom— 
Heavens! I mutt die or keep her. 
Elf. Live, or die, 
I’m thine alike. Death cannot aught abate, 
Or life augment, my love. Let this embrace 
Be witnefs of my truth. 
Athel. Ut fhall, it thall: 
Thy ev’ry word and look declares thee faithful, 
Secure of all thy love, and all thy prudence, 
Returning confidence has arm’d my foul 
For thisdread meeting : refting on thy truth 
I go o [Exit Athelwold. 
Elf. Go, and thy guardian faint preferve thee, 
Show’r bleflings vait as would my lavifh love, 
Had Ihis power to blefs thee ! 
Cho. Yes, my Sifters, 
The filent awe that reigns thro’ all your train, 
efits ye well. Letno unhallow’d tongue 
Dare to profane her virtue by its praife. 
Tis a bright prodigy, which admiration 
Mutt ftand in filent gaze at, and behold 
Full-plum’d perfection take its eagle fight 


Above 
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Above ambition, fov’reignty, and pride ; 
Above 
E/f, What could ambition to a heart 
So fill’d with love as mine? if my late a& 
Had aught of noble and fuperior grace, 
Impute it all to love, to virtuous love, 
Than which what paffion more impels the mind 
To fair and gen’rous action ? but the hours 
Are precious now. I'll to yon neighb’ring grove: 
There grows an azure flow’r, I oft have mark’d it, 
Which ftains the prefling finger, with a juice 
Of dufky, yellow tin: its name I know not. 
I'll fetch and try it ftrait. Wait my return. 
[Exit Elfrida, 


CHORUS. 


OAD: VE. 

Whence does this fudden luftre rife, 
That gilds the grove: not like the noontide beam 
Which {fparkling dances on the trembling fiream, 

Nor the blue lightning’s flath fwift-fhooting thro’ the 
fkies ; 

Bot fuch a folemn fteddy light, 

As o’er the cloudle{s azure fteals, 
When Cynthia riding on the brow of night, 
Stops in their mid carreer her filver wheels ? 


Whence can it rife, but from the fober pow’r 
Of Constancy? She, heaw’n-born Queen 
Defcends, and in this woodbine-vefted bower 
Fixes her itedfaft reign : 
Stedfait, as when her high command 
Gives to the flarry band 
Their radiant ftations in heav’n’s ample plain: 
Stedfaft, as when around this nether {phere, 
She winds the purple year; 
Tells what time the fnow-drop cold 
Its maiden whitenefs may unfold, 
When 
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When the golden harveft bend, 
When the ruddy fruits defcend; 
Then bids pale winter wake, to pour 
The pearly hail’s tranflucent fhow’r, 
To caft his filv’ry mantle o’er the woods, 
And bind in cryftal chains the flumb’ring floods. 


The foul, which fhe infpires, has pow’r to climb 
To all the heights fublime 
Of Virtue’s tow’ring hill: 
That hill, at whofe low foot weak-warbling ftrays 
The fcanty ftream of human praife, 
A fhallow trickling rill; 
While on the fummits hov’ring angels thed, 
From their bleft pinions, the nectareous dews 
Of rich immortal fame: from thefe the Mufe 
Oft fteals fome precious drops, and fkilful blends 
With thofe the lower fountain lends ; 
Then fhow’rs it all on fome high-favor’d head. 
But thou, E/f#ida, claim’ft the genuine dew ; 
Thy worth demands it all, 
Pure, and unmixt on thee the facred drops fhall fall. 
Elfrida returns with flowers. 


Evrripa, Orcar, Cuorus. 
E/f. (looking on the flower.) Tis ftrange, my Virgins, 
this fweet child of fummer, 
Silken and foft, whofe breath perfumes the air, 
Whofe gay veft paints the morn, fhould in its bofom 
Hide fuch pollution ? yet tis often thus : 
All are not as they feem. 

Or. Yet hear me, Lady. 

E/f. Be gone, unmanner’d ftranger, nor purfue me ; 
Hence, from the grove. Know ye this pilgrim, Virgins? 
On my return I met him here. 

Cho. Alas ; | 
He came at break of day, and told a tale, 

That 
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"That mov’d our pity—But I fear me now, 
°Twas falfe; fome i ai chance, and may have 
heard 
Or. I have; yet not for tha you betray’d. 


Fair Excellence, my heart is dee unto you, 
I feel a tender intereft in your welfare, 
‘Tender as fathers feel. 
E/f. As fathers feel ; 
That well-known voice, and ah ! that look——~ 
Or. Elfr ida! 
Eff. Yes, it is he, itis my father, Miicginsts 
Support me, or I faint! O wherefore, Sir: 
Or, Take courage, daughter ; my parental fondnets 
Prompted this vifit. Thus I came difguis’d, 
To learn the caufe of my dear child’s confinement : 
And I have learnt it. 
Elf. Then all’s lott for ever. 
Or. Thou know’ft, E/frida, next my houfe’s honour, 
Thy peace has ever been my deareft care. 
But fuch an infult No: I cannot brook it. 
So.black a fraud ! By all my anceftors, 
By Offa’s fhade, I will have ample vengeance. 
E/f, Alas, I know too well your dreadful purpofe. 
I knew it at the firft. Yes, he muft fail. 
Yet pardon me, if my poor trembling heart 
Puts up I know not what of pray’rs and vows 
To ev'ry pitying faint. Celeftial Guardians 
Of nuptial conftancy ! O bend from heav’n 
Your ftar-crown’d heads, and hear a wretched woman, 
That begs ye fave, from a dread father’s rage, 
Her lord her hufband. 
Or. Hufband! ’Sdeath, what hufband? 
Is Athelwold thy hufband ? Sooner call 
Th’ impeached thief true mafter of the booty 
He ftole, or murder’d for. Difdain the villain; 
And help me to revenge thee. 
Cho. Vhink, great Earl, 
What fanctimonious ties reftrain your daughter. 
Did the not {wear before the hallow’d fhrine 
D 
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Eternal fealty to this her Lord ? 
Yet fay, that he deceiv'd her ; fhall her truth 
Dare to revenge? No, Sir, in higheft heav’n 
Vengeance ’mid ftorms and tempeits fits enfhrin’d, 
Vefted in robes of light’ning, and there fleeps, 
Unwak’d but by th’ incens’d Almighty’s call. 
©! let not man prefume to take unbid 
That dread vicegerency, 

Or. Peace, Virgins, peace, 
The faws of Druids, or the chaunt of Bards, 
Have little weight with me, when infults high 
Roufe my juft indignation. Hear me, daughter, 
You went to fearch for flow’rs, to blot your charms 
With their dun hue. Yes, you may fearch for flow’rs, 
Yet fhall they be the lovelieft of the fpring ; 
Flow’rs, that entangling in your auburn hair, 
Or blufhing ’mid the whitenefs of your bofom, 
May, tothe power of ev'ry native grace, 
(Give double life and luftre. Hafte, my child, 
Array thyfelf in thy moft gorgeous garb, 
And fee each jewel, which my love procur’d thee, 
Dart its full radiance. More than all, put on 
The nobler ornament of winning {miles, 
And kind inviting glances. 

E/f. Never, never ; 
When this true heart renounces Ahelawold, 

lay equitable heav’n 

Or. Nay, {wear not, Elfrida; 
But with a duteous, and attentive ear, 
Liften to my perfuafions. Much | with 
Perfuafions might prevail, that not compell’d 
To ufe a father’s jult prerogative, 
My will may meet with thy unfore’d obedience, 
Follow me, on thy duty. 

E/f. Cruel father, 
That duty fhall obey you; [ will follow: 
Yet not to quit my love. So mercy fhield me, 


As I hold true to Athelwold! 


Semichas 


[Exeunt Orgar and EMfrida. 
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Semicho. Horror! horror ! 
The pen of fate dipt in it’s deepeft gall, 
Perhaps on the ill-omen’d wall, 
Now writes th’ event of this tremendous day. 
O! that our weaker fight 
Could read the myftic charafters, and {py 
What to the unpurg’d, mortal eye, © 
Is hid in endlefs night. 
Semicho. Sufpenfe } thou frozen gueft, be gone. 
The wretch, whofe rugged bed 
Is lin’d with thorns, more foftly refts his head, 
Than he who finks amid the cycnet’s down, 
If thou, tormenting fiend ! be nigh, 
To prompt his ftarting tear, his ceafelefs figh, 
His wifh, his pray’r, his vow for ling’ring certainty. 
Cho. But hark ! that certainty arrives. Methought 
F heard the winding horn. I did not err ; 
The King is near at hand. This quick approach 
Will fure prevent this proud Earl’s cruel purpofe. 
Yet what of that? Does her fair form require 
The blazon of rich vefture ? Genuine beauty 
Nor afks, nor needs it: negligence alone 
Is its bright diadem, and artleds eafe 
Its robe of Tyrian tincture. Say, my fifters, 
Shall we falute this monarch with a hymn 
Of feftival and joy! Alas, fuch joy 
Ill fuits our trembling hearts, and weeping eyes. 
And now ’twere vain ; for fee, the King approaches. 


Epcar, ATHELWOLD, CuHorvus. 

Edg. No, Athelwold; not from a partial blindnefs, 
Or from. the mode and guife of courtefy, 
Are we thus large in praife; in our true jadgment, 
This caftle is not more kind Nature’s debtor 
For this its happy fite, than ’tis to thee 
For that juft fymmetry, and modeft {kill 
Which decks the gen’ral ftructure. Nota frieze, 
Or moulded pediment, but in its parts 
Claims kindred with the whole ; for ornament 
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Is here the offspring of neceflity, 
Not the vain flourith of unmeaning art. 
[Ss cing the nes ‘us. T 

But ah! what nobler beauties catch mine eye 
Thy caitle’s beauty, my lov'd Athelwold, 
Has ampleft proof, in havin g pow’r to hold 
Mine eye from fuch a profpedt. Pardon, fair ones ; 
To take your graces thus at fecond note 
Was fare uncommon blindnefs. 

Athel. Heav'ns! they weep. 
What may this mean ? Some dread and unfeen chance 
Has counterwork’d my fafety. 

Edg. Whence this filence ; 
Why | are your lovely heads thus bow’d with fadnefs ? 
Befhrew my heart, my Lords, but this4s ftrange. 
1 know thee, Earl, and know thy gentlenefs, 
More prone t’obey, than lord it o’er the fex ; 
Elle fhould I ¢ uefs this forrow had its rife, 
From fome difcourteous treatment. 

Cho. No, dread Sov’reign ; 
He isthe noblett, gent! left, beft of matters ; 
And may your love rewar d 


oa 


Orcar, ATHELWOLD, Epcar, CHORUS. 

Athel. Dearh to my hopes ! 

Org. Yes, villain, ‘tabs but let this vengeful arm 
Arreft thy bafenefs; would to heav’n its ftrength 
Thus graiping thee, could open thy falfe breatt, 
And bare thy heart to the fham’d eye of day. 

E Ee. Patience, hot man. What art thou? 

. Lam Orgar 

I sarc me, Prince; that this my honeft rage 
mbt obedient duty. Iam wrong’d, : 
Yet that’s but fmall; *tis not my private wrongs, 
But yours, much-injur'd Prince, that call for juttice. 
Yes, Sir, I here, on a true fubjeét’s oath, 
Proclaim Earl Athel/wwold a faithlefs traitor. 

Edg. Ha! what is this? Renounce the word, old 


Earl 3 
Thy 


Bok FP RS we 29 


Thy length of years hath force’d thee, fure, to prefs 
The verge of dotage. <Arhelwold! what Athelwold 
A faithlefs traitor! perifh the fafpicion. 
Never before did word, or though ht, or look, 
Give doubt of his diftinguifh’d loyal ty. 
Dotage alone could frame the accufation. 

Org. E do not dote, thank heav’n, my faculties 
Are yet my own, unblemith’d and unhurt. 
Would fo my daughter were ! 

Edg. What is his drift ? 

Athel. Better, my royal Lord, you mark’d him nots 
The wayward Earl is—— 

Org. What, audacious villain! 
] will be | heard. 

Ed. Go to, thou choleric Lord. 

Org. WwW hen sa ou haft heard me, King, then call me 


Edg. Picea ke ,» and briefly. 

Org. Once, my facre aeirtyt lege, 
Th _ a daughter, duteous as e’er crown’d 
A father’s with, ani lo vely as could warn 
A Me outh to am’rous tranfports. This, my Lord, 
You, learn’d long fince from noble 4rdu/ph’s praifes, 
And fired with his defcription, fent this Earl, 
This faithful Earl, t’invite her to your throne. 

Edg. No, Orgar, not t'invite her to our throne, 
Simpl ly to note her beauty was his errand. 

Org. Yes, he did note it, ftampt it for his own. 
But why this parly? Enter, Sir, thefe gates, 
And let £ /frida’s features be the bock, 
Where you may read the flory of his falfhood, 
Ev’n at one glance. 

Edg. Lead on then, noble Lord. 
We'll follow to the trial. I will humour 
The Earl’s hot temper. He has heard, my friend, 
We meant t’exalt his dat ughter, and cs that, 
His partial fondnefs, link’d with his ambition, 
Levels this rage at thee. Attend us, lords. 

[Exeunt Edgar, Orgar, @e. 

CHORUS, 
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Cuorus, ATHELWOLD. 
Cho. My Lord, the King is enter'd: ftand not thus 
fn ftatue-like diftrefs. 
Athel. Away, away ; 
What! can a man that thinks fuch thoughts as I do 
Have pow’r of act, and motion ? Speak to me ; 
Inform me all. What faid fhe, when I left her 2 
How came her father hither ? how did fhe 
Greet his arrival? Say, was fhe compell’d, 
Or did her free and voluntary voice, 
Tell all the ftory ? Did fhe marfhal him, 
To this his deed of vengeance ? 
Cho. Deareft Mafier ; 
Elfrida totd him not: his own deceit 
Was his informer. Here the Earl arrived 
Early at morn, in mean and pilgrim weeds,. 
All like an antient, toil-worn traveller ; 
And with a tale told in fuch piteous ftrain, 
Fraught with fuch fad and moving circumftance, 
With woes fo well-diflembled; that our foftnefs, 
Suffer’d him t’enter this clofe bow’r for reft, 
Which he adapting to his prying purpofe, 
Thence learnt the fecret. This our difobedience,. 
We own 
Athel. Was my perdition, yet “tis well ; 
I blame ye not; it was the work of Fate. 
Fate brought him hither, Fate annull’d your faith. 
I do not think you purpes’d my deitruction ; 
But yet you have deftroy’d me. O Eifrida, 
And art thou faithful ? This my jealous eye 
Thought it had mark’d fome fpect of change upon 
thee ; 
Thought it had found, what might have made thy lofs 
Somewhat within endurance. ’Tis not fo; 
And this thy purity but ferves taugment 
The fum of my diftractions. Meet me, Edgar, 


With thy rais’d fword: be merciful and fudden 
[Exit Athelwold. 


CHORUS.- 
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Cuorwvs. 


ODE. 
Say, will no white-rob’d fon of light, 
Swift-darting from his heav'nly height, 
Here deign to take his hallow'd ftand ; 
Here wave his amber locks, unfold 
His pinions cloth’d with downy: gold ; 
Here f{miling ftretch his tutelary wand ? 
And you, ye hott of faints, for ye have known 
Fach dreary path in life’s perplexing maze, 
Tho’ now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of inexpreflive praife, 
Will not your train defcend in radiant itate, 
To break with mercy’s beam this gathering cloud of 
fate ? 


"Tis filence all. No fon of light 

Darts fwiftly from his heav’nly height, 

No train of radiant faints defcend. 

‘** Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 

“< If guilt, if fraud has ftain’d your mind, 
** Or faint to hear, or angel to defend.” 

So TruTu proclaims. I hear the facred found 
Burft from the centre of her burning throne. 

Where aye fhe fits with ftar-wreath’d laftre 
crown’d, 
A bright fun clafps her adamantine zone. 
So TRuru proclaims; her awful voice I hear, 

With many a folemn paute it flowly meets my ear. 


** Attend, ye fonsof men; attend, and fay,” 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 
Break thro’ the veil of your mortality ! 
Say, does not reafon in this form delery 
Unnumber’d, namelefs glories, that furpafs 
The angel’s floating pomp, the feraph’s glowing 
grace? 


Shall 
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Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 
With me? Shall fhe, whofe brighteft eye 
But emulates the diamond’s blaze 
Whole cheek but mocks the peaches bloom, 
Whofe breath the hyacinths perfume, 
Whofe melting voice the warbling woodlark’s lays: 
Shall fhe be deem’d my rival ? Shall a form 
Of elemental drofs, of mould’ring clay, 
Vie with thefe charms imperial? The poor worm 
Shall prove her conteft vain. Life’s little day 
Shall pafs, and fhe is gone : while I appear, 
Flufh’d with the bloom of youth thro’ heav’n’s eter- 
nal year. 
Know, mortals, know; ere firft ye {prung, 
Ere firft thefe orbs in ether hung, 
I fhone amid the heav’nly throng. 
Thefe eyes beheld creation’s day, 
This voice began the-choral lay, 
And taught archangels their triumphant fong. 
Pleas’d I furvey’d bright Nature’s gradual birth, 
Saw infant light with kindling luttre {pread, 
Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flow’ring earth, 
And Ocean heave on his extended bed ; 
Saw the tall pine afpiring pierce the fky, 
The tawny lion ftalk, the rapid eagle fly. 


Laft, man arofe, erect in youthful grace, 
Heav’n’s hallow’d image ftamp'd upon his face, 
And, as herofe, the high beheft was giv’n 
“ That I alone of all the hoft of heav’n, 
« Should reign protettrefs of the godlike youth.” 
Thus‘the Almighty {pake: he fpake and cail’d'me 
TRUTH. 


ATHELWOLD, EDWIN, CHORUS. 

Athel. Banith me! No. Yl die. For why fhould 
life 

Remain a lonely lodger in that breaft 


Which 
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Which honour leaves untenanted. Vain breath ! 
Thou ill can’ft fll fuch vacancy. Be gone. 
This fword fhall free 
Gho. O thame to Fortitude ! 
Shame te that manly paffion, which infpires 
Its vig’rous warmth, when the bleak blafts of fate 
Would chill the feul. O eaJl the ready Virtue 
Quick to thy aid, for fheis ever near thee, 
Is ever prompt to {pread her fevenfold fhicld 
O’er noble breatts. 
Athel. And but o'er noble breatts ; 
Not o’er the breaft which livid infamy 
Indelibly has {potted. O thame, fhame. 
Sword ! rid me of the thought. 
Cho. Forbear, forbear ! 
Think what a fea of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch’s trembling foul, who launches forth 
Unlicens’d to eternity. Think, think, 
And let the thought reftrain thy impious hand. 
The race of man is one vaft, marfhal’d army 
Semmon’d to pafs the {pacious realms of time ; 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
Ah who may quit his poft ? when high in air 


The chos’n Archangel rides, whofe right hand wields 


Th’imperial ftandard of heav’n’s providence, 
Which dreadly {weeping thro’ the vaulted fky 
O’erfhadows all creation. 

Athel, | was once 
Yes, I was once (I have his royal word for’t) 
A man of fuch try’d faith, fuch fteddy honour, 
As mock'd all doubt and fcruple.-—What a change! 
Now muift that unftain’d, virgin character, 
Be doom’d to grofs and hourly proftitution 
Sating the luft of flander ; and my wife, 
My chafte E/frida! O diftraction, no, 
Ill fy to fave her. 

Edw. Stay, my deareft Mafter 
You refh on infant death. 
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Athel. I. mean it, flave, 
Anda would’it thou hinder me? 
Edw. Yes, Sir,-1 hold 
*Tis duty to my King, and love to you, 
‘Thus to oppofe your entrance. 
Athel. What, thou traitor ! 
‘Thy pardon,. Edwin, I forgot myfelf ; 
Forgot, that I ftood herea banifh’d man, 
And that this gate was fhut againft its. matter. 
And yet this gate leads to my dear E//rida, 
Can it be barr’d to me? O earth, cold earth, 
Upon whofe breaft I caft this load of mis’ry, 
Bear it a while; and you ye aged oaks, 
Ye venerable fathers of this wood, 
Who oft have cool’d beneath your arching fhades 
My humble anceftors, oft feen them hie 
To your fpread umbrage, from yon fultry field, 
Their fcene of honeft labour. Shade, ah! fhade, 
The laft, the wretchedeft of all their race. 
T will not long pollute ye, for 1 mean 
To pay beneath your confecrated gloom 
A facrifice to honour, and the ghoits 
Of thofe progenitors, who fternly frown 
On me their bafe defcendant. 
Edw. See, ye Virgins 
How horror fhades his brow ; how fixt his eye ; 
Heav'n’s! what defpair-——— 
Cho. Edwin, “tis ever thus 
With noble minds, if chance they flide to folly ; 
Remorfe flings deeper, and relentlefs conicience 
Pours more of gall into the bitter cup 
Of their fevere repentance. 
Athel. Tis refolv'd, 
T’]l enter and demand a fecond audience. 
And yet how vain? ere I can reach his ear, 
His ready train will ftop me, and with all 
The cruel pun&tuality of office, 
So prompt to act ’gainft fallen favourites, 


Difinifs 
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Difmifs me with reproof —Surely I heard her. 
Was’t not Elfrida’s voice? ’Tis fhe herfelf. 


E:rripa, Epcar, ATHELWOLD, ORGaAR, 
CHORUS. 

Elf. No, 1 will once more clafp him to my bofom. 
T will not be with-held. I will o’ertake him, 
Will follow him to exile. Hah, my hufband! 
So quickly found? They thought to tear me from thee, 
But we will part no more. 

Edg. Take heed, Elfrida, 
This ill-tim’d fondnefs may recal the fate 
] juft now freed him from; who loves like me 
Can ill brook this. Or quit him, or he dies. 

Athel. Yes, let me die! Death is my deareft wilh. 
Quit me, Elfrida! leave me to my fate. 
“Tis jult, “tis juft.. Thus to my fov’reign’s {word 
Freely I bare my breaft. Strike, injur’d Prince ; 
But do not banifh me. 

Elf. What, Athelwold, 
Is then the life, on whofe dear prefervation 
Elfrida’s peace depends, not worth the faving ? 
Die then. But ere thy murd’rer ftrikes the ftroke, 
Let me inform him, that.his act deftroys 
No fingle life. 

Edg. By heav’n, fhe loves the traitor 
Beyond all hope of change 

Eif. No, Athelwold, 
Thou fhalt not die. That paufe in royal Edgar 
Befpeaks calm recolle€tion and weigh’d thought, 
And his relenting tongue fhall quickly feal 
Thy lib’ral pardon. Come, my Lord, let's kneel; 
Now’s the bleft time ; here let us kneel together, 
And as thefe ftreaming eyes and lifted hands 
Employ each a& of filent fupplication, 
Do thou recount————Ah ! no, thy modeft tongue 
Could never tell ev’n half the gallant ftory. 
Be filent then. Let Edgar’s felf reflect, 
For well I know his mem'ry writes thy virtues 
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Upon its faireft page. Yes, let him weich 
All thy paft deeds of loyalty and faith, 
"Gaintt this fo light a fault. 

Edg. So light a fault! 

Had he difode’d my richeft coffer’d treafures, 
Difpers’d fedition’s poifon "mid my troops, 
Or aim’d with daring and rebellious hand 
To {natch thefe regal honours from my biow, 
I fooner could have pardon’d. 

Athel, Ceafe; Elfrida. 

My doom is juft-—Yes, royal Sir, il go 

To banifhment. I do deferve to breathe, 
Deferve to bear this load of life about me, 

For many years to lengthen out my age, 
Lift’ning the hourly knell of curft remembrance, 
Whofe leaden flroke fhall tell to my fad foul 
‘That I was faithful once. 

Elf. O flinty Edgar, 

Vhat! will this penitence not move thee ? know 
There is a rofe-lip’d Seraph fits on high, 
Who ever bends his holy ear to earth 
To mark the voice of Penitence, to catch 
Her folemn fighs, to tune them to his harp, 
And echo them in harmonies divine 
Up to the throne of grace. Ev'n heav’n is won 
By penitence, and fhall heav’n’s fubftitute, 
Shall Edgar fcorn— 

Edg. Ceafe, ceafe, thou beauteous pleader ! 
Ah far too beauteous ! Wouldit thou gain thy fuit, 
Why glows that vermeil lip? why rolls that eye 
Bright as the ray of morn? why in each gefture 
Such unexpreffive graces ? why, but becaufe 
‘They're native all, and will not be conceal’d. 
Elfe {ure each charm betrays him, and becomes 
An advocate, whofe filent eloquence 
Pleads ’gainft thy voice, and foils its tuneful power. 
‘Traitor ! was this the face which thy falfe tongue 
Prophan’d as vulgar? this fach common beauty 
As the fair eye of Day beheld each hour 
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In ev'ry clime he lighted? bafe diffembler, 


This inftant quit our realm. 
EJf. O ftay thee, Eagar, 
And once more hear me. At thy feet I fall 
As earneft, and diftreft a fupplicant, 
As e’er embrac’d the knees of majetty. 
O {pare thy country’s guardian, Edgar, {pare 
‘Thy clofeft, fureft friend. Let not one fault, 
Cancel] his thoufand, thoufand aéts of faith. 
Alas! | fall to vaineft repetition. 
Grief, whelming grief drowns all my faculties 
And leaves me nought but tears. 
Edg. Rife, rife, Elfrida, 
Elf. Shall he then live? 
Ede. He fhall, he fhall, my Fair. 
If fo he quit the realm within the {pace 
Our fentence limited. 
E/f, O top not there ; 
That fentence will be death to AAe/wold. 
Think, for thou know’ft full well his gentle nature, 
Can he, fupport the rigour of this doom? 
Can he, who liv’d but in thy gracious files, 
Who'd pine, if chance thofe fmiles a fingle hour 
Were dealt him thriftily ; think, can he bear 
‘Lhe infamy of exile? 
Edg. Hear me, A-helavold. 
Did I not fhow’r on thy much-favour’d head 
My thickeft honours, and with gift fo ready 
As out runall requeft? Did I not hold thee 
Stull in fuch open confidence of friend fhip t- 
Such love as 
Athel. Sooner ftab me than repeat it. 
Edg. Yet give me hearing. I repeat not this 
To taunt, or gall thee. On my foul thy worth 
Did o’ertop all thofe honours, and thy zeal 


Kept pace with my beft love. Nor till this deed-—— 


But fuch a deed! Jook there, look on that face. 
Thou know’ft me, Ahelwold, haf feen me gaze 
On a foft yielding fair one, till mine eye 


Shot 
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Shot flames. Perdition feize me, Earl, 
If I knew love tili now. 

Athel. 1 fee it plainly, 
Nor fay I aught to leffen my. offence. 
No, here I kneel. Oh!:catt but on my mis’ry 
One kind forgiving glance; this ready {word 
Sh all expiate all. 

Elf, An! will you? mutt he die ? 

By. No, flay thee, Athelwold, and fheath thy fword, 
T never yee (fave but this hour of rage) 

Deem’d thee my fubje&. Thou wert ftill my friend, 
And, injur’d as | am, thon ftill art fuch : 

J do foregothe word; to banith thee 

Or feal thy death, tranfcends a friend’s juft right. 

El. It does, it does, furpafling goodnefs. Virgins, 
The King will pardon him. Wake each high note 
Of pra fe, and ae teach Edgar’s name 
To Hareaood’s furthelt echo. O my Sov'reign ! 
What words can fpeak— 

dg. Ah, check thefe tranfports, Lady, 

Left, if I fee thee thus, my foul forget 
Its fair refolve. Pi leave thee on the inflant. 
Yet firfl my lips mult prefs this gentle hand, 
And breathe one foft figh of no common fervor. 
Now on, my Lords—Fair wonder of thy fex, 
Adieu. We'll ftrait unto our realm of Mercia. 
Yet firft, as was our purpofe, thro’ this foreft, 
We'll chace the nimble Roebuck ; may the fport 
More pleafe us, than we hope. Earl Avhelwwold, 
Thou too muit join our train. Follow us ftraight. 
Exit Edgar, Se. 

Athel. 1 do, my Liege. E/frida, 1 have much 
For thy lowd ear, and have but one farewel 
To tell it all—And yet 

E/f. Ah loiter not, 
It may enrage. Farewel. Befure, take heed 
I come not in your talk, avoid ev’n thinking. 


Check. 


| 
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Oh hatte thee, as thou lov it thy conftant wife. 


39 
Check ev’n the fighs of abfence. Hafte, my Earl, 


Exit Athelwold. 


Orcar, E_rripa, Cuorus. 


Org. Thy conitant wife! ah, ftain of all thy race, 


Degen’rate Girl! Henceforth be O Orgar deem’d 

Of ioft, and dove-like temper, who could fee 

A child of his ftoop to fuch vile abafement, 

And yet forbore juft wrath; forbore to draw 

That blood fhe had defil’d from her mean veins. 
But fare thou art not mine, fome Elve or Faye 
Did f{pirit away my babe, and by curft charms 
Thee in her craddle plac’d. Nay hang not on me. 


Dry, dry thy tears, they’ve done their office amply. 


Edgar has pardon’d him. No, by my earldom 
I cannot think of majefty thus meanly. 


He'll yet avenge it: what if chance he fhould not? 


That {tops not me; I have a heart, an arm, 
A {word can do me juttice. 
Elf. Ah! my Lord. 
Are you ftill mercilefs ? alas, I hop’d 
Org. What could’ft thou hope, Elfvida} >? could ft 
thou think 
I e’er would pardon his-vile perfidy, 
Or thy ignoble foftnefs ? 
E/f. Dearett father, 
Frown not thus fternly on me. I would fain 
Touch your relenting foul, fain win your heart 
To fatherly forgivenels, For-thro’ life 
I’ve oft had pleafing proof how that forgivenefs 
Stoop’d to my fond perfuafion. But | tear 
Perfuafion now has leftme. My fad thoughts 
Are all on wing, all following 4rhelzwold, 
Like unfeen miniftring fpirits Pardon, Sir, 
That frown fhall check me, 11! not mention him ; 
I will but plead for my own weaknefs, plead 
Por that foft fympathy of foul, which sc 
Deem bafe and fervile. Bafe perhaps it might be. 


Were 


re 
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Were I of bolder fex. EnutI, alas! 
Ah pardon me, if Nature ftampt me woman ; 
Gave me a heart foft, gentle, prone to pity, 
And very fearful. Fearful, fure with caufe 
At this dread hour, when if one haplefs word, 
One figh break forth unbidden, it may wake 
The Monarch’s rage—What has my phrenzy faid ? 
I’ve wander’d from my meaning. Deareft Virgins, 
My rath tongue more inflames him. O aifiit me, 
Ye are not thus oppreft with inward horror : 
Kneel, plead, perfuade, convince 
Cho. Alas, my Miftrefs, 
What may a fervant’s accents do t’appeafe 
This furious Earl ? 
Org, Ye well may {pare them: Maidens, 
Know my firm foul’s refolv'd, and be my heart 
Abject as Athelwola’s, if 1 forego 
Its honeft refolution. Yes, I'll wait 
The Earl’s return, and in his own domain, 
Give him fair combat. I have known the time 
When this good arm had hardihood enough 
For thrice his prowefs. What is loft thro’ age, 
My jutt caufe fhall fupply ; and he fhall fall 
As did the traytor O/wald, whofe falfe tongue 
Defam'd me to King “e/fan: to the ground 
My fharp launce nail’d the caitiff. [Exit Orgar. 


ELFripa, CHORUS. 
Elf. Thick, my Lord, 
Will Athelawold, will he enter thofe lifts, 
Where conquelt would be parricide ? alas, 
He hears me not. Oh, thou obdurate man! 
A daughter’s tears will but the more provoke thee. 
I will not follow him. No, poor E/frida / 
All thou canit do is here to ftand, and weep, 
And feel that thou art wretched. 
Cho. Deareft Miftrefs, 
Reftrain this flood of tears, perhaps 


Ef, 
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Eff. Perhaps ! 1 


Ah! mock me not with hopes. 
Cho. We do not mean it: 
For hope, tho’ tis pale forrow’s only cordial, 
Has yet a dull and opiate qual ity ; 
Enfeebling what it luils, It fuits not you, 
For, as we fear 
Elf. Do you too fear? alas: 
I flatter’d my poor foul that 
Were grief’ S Pane q coinage, rail my Love 
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Edgar woul id ie forgive, ubdal 0 ethink me, 
My joy broke forth too rafhly. on they left us, 
His fafety was not half fecur’d ; tay pleadi ng 
Was not half heard ; I thould have foltaue ad dear, 
Claim’d more full pardon, fore’d him to embrace 
My forrowing lord. 

Cho. We fear that forrow more 
a Edgar’s rage. We fear his f fallen virtue. 

elf-condemnation works moft ftrongly on him, 
se n to Shae Nay, at his pardon, 
No joy flufh’d on his cheek ; we mark’d him well, 
He fhew'd no fign of Palast: No, he took it 
As who fhould fay, “‘ Tq give me aught but death 
«* Ts a poor boon unwifh’d ‘and unaccepted. 4 
Too much we fear he'll do fome impious act— 

E/f. What, on his life? I thought I had explor’d 

Fach various face of danger: this ‘e(cap’ d me. 
How mift I this? It fuits his courage highly ; 
Suits too his fx’d remorfe.—But yet he will not, 
No, Athelwold, thou wilt not kill E/frida. 

Gho. O may his love preferve him: may thefe fhades 


Receive him foon in peace. ‘To this bleit end 


You fure fhould ftrive to calm your father’s rage, 
At leaf not fuffer him, as now, retir’d 


'To brood o’er his revenge. For know, Eéfrida, 
Beneath the filent gloom of folitude 


ae Peace can fit and {mile ; tho’ meek Content 
Can keep the chearful tenor of her foul, 
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Ev’n in the lonelieft fhades ; yet let not Wrath 
Approach, let black Revenge keep far aloof 
Or foon they flame to madnefs. 
E/f. True my Virgins ; 
Attend me then: Ill try each winning art, 
(Tho’ illfuch art becomes me) yet I'll aim it.— 
Hark—whence that noife? I heard fome hafty footfteps. 
Cho. O heav’ns ! "tis Edwin. 


Eirripa, Epwin, CuHorvs. 
Elf, Edwin, ah! that look 
Befpeaks too well the horror of thy errand. 
Tell it me all. 
Edw. Alas ! 
E/f. Nay, do not paufe. 
Tell it me all. I think it will not kill me. 
Repeat each circumftance. I’m ready, Edwin, 
Ev’n for the worft. 
Edw, Then hear that worft, E/frida. 
Soon as the flag had left yon weftward thicket, 
The King difmifs’d his lords, each fev’ral ways, 
To their beft {port, bidding Earl rhelawold, 
Lord Ardu/ph, and myfelf, attend his perfon. 
Thus parted from the reft, the Monarch piere’d 
A darkling dell, which open’d ina lawn 
Thick fet with elm around. Suddenly here 
He turn’d his fteed; and cry’d, “ This place befits 
«© Our purpofe well.” 
E/f. Parpofe ! what purpofe, Edwin ? 
"T'was predetermin’d then, diflembling Tyrant! 
How could I truft or hope— ) 
Edw. Yet give me hearing ; 
Thus with a grave compofure, and calm eye 
King Edgar fpoke. Now hear me, Athelwold, 
Thy King has pardon’d this thy trait’rous act ; 
From each committed fin ’gainit majefty 
Thou ftand’ft fall franchis’d ; yet there fill remains 
Somewhat to cancel more. As man toman, 
As friend to friend, now, Atbelwold, I catl thee 


Strait 
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Strait to defend thy life with thy good fword. 
Nay, anfwer not; defend iz gallantly. 
If thy arm pro! fper, this my dying tongue 
Shall pardon thee, and blefs thee. If thou fall {t, 
Thy parting breath muft to my right refign 
Elfrida’s beauties. At the word, both drew, 
Both fought, but 4tbe/wold’s was ill-play’d paffion. 
He aim’ his falchion at the Monarch’s head, 
Only to leave his own brave breatt defencelefs. 
And the firtt ftroke of Edgar’s- rapid {word 
Pierc’d my dear mafter’s heart. He fell to earth, 
And falling, cry’d, ** This wound atones for all. 
<* Edgar thus full aveng’d will pardon me, 
“ And my true wife with chafle, connubial tears, 
““Embalm my memory.” He fmil’d, and dy’d. 
Elf. Nay, come not round me, Virgins, nor fupport 
me. 
IT do not {woon, nor weep. I call not heav’n 
T’avenge my wretchednefs. I donot with 
This Tyrant’s hand may wither with cold palfiess 
No, 1 am very patient. Heav’n is juft!. 
And, when the meafure of his crimes is full, 
Will bare its red right arm, and launce its lightnings. 
Till then, ye elements, reft : and thou, firm earth, 
Ope not thy yawning jaws, but let this monfter 
Stalk. his due time on thine affrighted furface. 
Yes; let him ftill go on; ftill execute 
His favage purpofes, and daily make 
More widows weep, as Ido. Foolith eyes! 
Why flow ye thus unbidden ? what have tears- 
To do with grief like mine? 
Cho. Help, help, my Sifters, 
_ To bear her to the cattle. 


Orcar, Etrripa, Epwin, CHoRrvs. 
_ Org. As I pat 
| Methought I heard a found of loud lament, 
'Effrida, hal 
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E/f. Is not my father there ? 
Withhoid me not, Ill fall at his dear feet. 
O Sir! behold: your child thus Jowly proiftrate ; 
Avenge her wrongs, avenge your poor E/frida, 
Your helplefs widow d daughter. 
Or. Widow’'d daughter ! 
What, is he flan? 
Elf. Inhofpitably butcher’d ; 
The Tyrant’s favage felf-——Stand you thus cool? 
Where is the Saxon fpirit, where the fire 
Of Offa's race ? O foolifhnefs of grief ! 
Alas, | had forgot ; had Edgar {par’d him, 
That fword, to which my madnefs cali’d for venge- 
ance, 
Ere long was meant to do the bloody deed, 
And make the marder parricide. Havel 
No friend to do me right? 
Or. 'Thou haft, my child ; 
Tam thy friend, thy father. ‘Freft my care. 
Edu:in, a word. Retire, my dearelt daughter : 
Virgins, conduc her in. 
Eff. My father, No. 
What do you do? | muft not be withheld. 
T'll go to yon dire grove, and clafp my hufband, 
My murder’d hufband. Why reftrain me, Sir? 
Can my fad eye dart fire thro’ his cold breaft, 
And light up life anew? 
Or. Go in, my child, 
And feek Tranquillity. 
Elf. And feek Tranquillity! 
Ah! who will lead me to her darkling cell ? 
I know her now, fhe is death’s pale-ey’d fitter, 
Her manfion is the murky charnel vault, 
Whence oft at midnight by the moon’s pale gleam 
She fees the neighb’ring Sexton with his fpade 
Upturn the green fwerd, delving the dank grave 
Of fome love-ftricken maid. Yes, lead me thither. 
Cho. This way, my deareft miftrefs. 
Eff. 
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Elf. Hold, nay, hold; 
Croud not around me. Let me paufe a while. 
Albina, thou alone fhalt join my mis’ry ; 
I've much to utter to thy friendly ear. 
Lead on thon gentle maid ; thy fingle arm 
Shall prop my trembling frame, thy fingle voice 
Speak peace to my afflictions. 

[Exée with the principal Virgin. 


Orcar, Epwin, SEMICHORUS. 
Or. On yout lives, 
Virgins, let no diltarbing fep approach her. 
Say, Edwin (for J guefs "twas you that brought 
Thefe tidings hither) where was royal Edgar, 
When late you left him f 
Edw. At my matter’s fide, 
Repentant of the ftroke. 
Or. Comes he not back 
To Harewood ? 
Semicho. Weav'n forbid! E/frida’s brain 
Would madden at the fight. 
Or. Miftake not, Virgins ; 
T did not mean, at this diftrefsful hour, 
The King fhould fee my daughter. 
Semicho. No, for pity, 
Do not profane this fabbath of her grief, 
O be her forrow facred ! 
Or, Fear not, Virgins, 
Her peace is my beft care, and, to enfure it, 
Til hatt this inflant, by young Edwin's guidance, 
To find the Monarch. Some four miles from Har¢s 
wood 
Stands old Earl Egder#’s caftle, my fait friend. 
With him will I perfuade the King to fojourn, 
Till my child’s grief abate, that too to {peed 
Be it your bufinefs, Virgins. Watching ever 
Each happy interval, when your foft tongues 
May hint his praifes, till, by practice won, 
She bear their fuller blazon. £//rid’s welfare 
Requires 
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Requires this friendly office at your hands ; 
And Edgar’s virtues bear fuch genuine luftr 
That Trath itfelf directs [Exit Orgar. 
Semicho. As Truth directs, 
So only fhall we a&t. This day has fhewn 
What dire effects await its violation. 
Strait is the road of Truth, and plain, 
And tho’ acrofs the facred way 
Ten thoufand falfe meanders ttray, 
*Tis our’s to walk dire, 
And, with fage caution circum{pect, 
Pace flowly thro’ the folemn {cene. 
The principal Virgin returns. 
Semicho. Has Orgar left the grove? 
Semicho. He has, my fifter. 
Semicho. Then here, and aid F/frida’s lat refolve, 
Who takes the only way ftern fate has left 
To fave her plighted faith for ever pure 
To her dead Arhelwold. 
Semicho. Forbid it, Patience ; 
Forbid it, that fubmiffive calm of foul, 
Which teaches meek-ey’d Piety to {mile 
Beneath the fcourge of heav’n. 
Semicho. Ye need not fear it, 
She means not felf-deftru€tion. Thanks to heav’n, 
Huge and o’erbearing as her mis’ry is, 
It cannot fo oblit’rate from her breatt 
The written rule of duty. Her pure foul 
Means, on the inftant, to devote itfelf 
To heav'n and holinefs. Aflift her ftrait, 
Left Edgar’s prefence, and her father’s rage, 
Prevent the bleft intention. See, fhe comes. 
Kneel on each fide, devoutly kneel around her, 
And breathe fome pray’er in high and folemn ftrains, 
That angels, from their thrones of light, may hear 
And ratify her vow. 
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ELFrRIDA, CHORUS. 
[Elfrida kneels, and the Virgins divide into two Troops] 
Semicho. Hear, Angels, hear, 
Hear from thefe nether thrones of Light ; 
And O. in golden characters record 
Each firm, immutable, immortal word. 
Then wing your folemn flight 
Up to the heav’n of heav’ns, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
’*Mid the dread records of eternity. 
Elf. Hear firft, that Arhelawold’s fad widow {wears 
To rear a hallow’d convent o’er the place 
Where ftream’d his blood ; there will fhe weep thro’ 
life 
Immur’d with this chafte throng of Virgins ; there 
Each day fhall fix times hear her full-voic’d choir 
Chaunt the flow requiem o’er her martyr’d Lord ; 
There too, when midnight lours with awful gloom, 
She'll rife obfervant of the ftated call 
Of waking grief, bear the dim livid taper 
Along the winding ifles, and at the altar 
Kifs ev'ry pale fhrine with her trembling lips, 
Prefs the cold ftone with her bent knee, and call 
On fainted Aelawold. 
Semicho. Hear, Angels, hear, 
Hear from thefe nether thrones of Light, 
And O in golden charadters record 
Each frm, immutable, immortal word ; 
Then wing your folemn flight 
Up to the heav’n of heav’ns, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
*Mid the dread records of eternity. 
Elf. Hear next, that Athelwold’s fad widow {wears 
Never to violate the holy vow 
She to his truth firft plighted; {wears to bear 
The fober finglenefs of widowhood 
To her cold grave. If from this chafte refolve 
She ev’ in thought fhould {werve, if gaudy pomp, 
Or flatt’ring greatnefs e’er fhould tempt one with 
To 
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To ftray beyond this purpofe, may that heav’n, 
Which hears this vow, punifh its violation 
Asheav'nly juttice ought. 

Cho. Hear, Angels, hear, 
Hear from thefe nether thrones of Light, 
And O in golden characters record 
Each firm, immutable, immortal word. 
Then wing your folemn flight 
Up to the heav’n of heav’ns, and there 
Hang the confpicuous tablet high, 
*Mid the dread records of eternity. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


SHE following Piece is founded on the //o/a 
Difabitata of the celebrated AppeE Met a- 
sTasto: In reading the Performance of that 

great Genius, the prefent Writer received fo exquifite 
a Pleafure, that he contracted a Paffion for the Subje&, 
and could not refrain from exercifing his Pen upon it. 
In the Profecution of his Plan, he knew enough of 
the modern Theatre, to perceive that it was thin of 
what our Play-followers call Bufinefs; and he was a- 
“ware that on the Stage it might prove (to ufe /i/- 
ton's Words) very different from what among us paffes 
for Beft. The fame Remark was made by a Friend 
of the Author’s, who thought it hazardous to offer to 
a popular Affembly a Piece, in which there were none 
of thofe Strokes that generally fucceed with the Mal- 
titude. ‘6 Can’t yau,” faid-he, “ throw in fome- 
« thing here and.there to feafon it more to the public 
6 Appetite ?--Suppofe you were to change the Title, 
“ and fix the Scene among the Anthropophagi, or a- 
“ mong the Men, whofe Heads do grow beneath their 
‘© Shoulders——a few of thofe extraordinary Perfonages 
“6 exhibited on the Stage, will prove very acceptable: 
« _..What think you of an /ri/h Servant in it ?--- 
“ That certainly will infure Succefs, the more efpeci- 
é¢ ally if you add fome aerial Beings, and conclude 
“ the Whole with a drunken Song by the Tars of 
“ Old England.” --- The Author was fenfible of the 
Force of thefe Obfervations; but the Great MIL- 
TON (mentioned above), {tared him in the Face, with 
his Refle@ions on ‘* the Error pf introducing trivial 
“« and valgar Perfons, which, by all Judicious, hath 
“ been counted abiurd, and brought in without Dif- 
& ¢retion, CORRUPTLY to gratify the People.”’*--- 
He therefore determined to preferve the Integrity of 
his original Defign, and'to try what would be the Ef- 
fect of a fimple Fable, with but few Incidents, tup- 
ported entirely by the Spirit of Poetry, Sentiment, 
and Paflion. To combine thefe three Qualities is in- 
a2 deed 
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deed an arduous Tafk; and the Author, therefore, 
does-not flatter himfelf that he has entirely fucceeded 
in fo difficult an Attempt. 

In Juftice to Metastasro, he thinks proper to 
inform the mere Eglifh Reader, that he hath not been 
a Tranflator on this Occafion, but has followed the 
Impulfe of his own Imagination, excepting in a few 
Paflages. The Irat1an Port gave the Fable; the 
prefent Writer made his own Ufe of it; or in other 
Words, the Ground-work, or Canevas, (as the French 
call it)is Mest at asto’s; forthe Colouring Mr. /Mur- 
py is anfwerable. 

He could not but be furprifed to find that, on the 
firft Night, the Scene in the third A&, between Sy/- 
via and Henrico, was deemed equivocal. There is 
always a {ufficient Number ready to afcribe to an Au- 
thor various Meanings, which he never had, “ and 
** fee at Cannon’s what was never there.”---To thele 
Gentlemen he returns his Thanks; but the Species of 
Wit, which they are willing to allow him, he begs 
leave publicly to difelaim. The Charaéter of a Girl, 
who has never {een a Man, and who has been taught 
to think of fuch a Being with Horror, is merely ima- 
ginary; but the poflible, or poetical Exiftence of fuch 
a Girl being once eftablithed, it is to be withed that 
the Critics would agree what Queftions it is natural 
for her to ask on her firft Interview with a man. ME- 
TASTASIO makes her fay, 

Che vuoi da me? 

Un huom fei dunque! 

Andiamo infieme. 

Ah! troppo non trattenerti, &e. 


And thefe little Touches, (fo differently do we judge 
in Englund) were thought abroad to be delicate 
Strokes of the moft elegant Simplicity. 

He could wifh it had been univerfally underftood 
that it was not a TRAGEDY he offered to the Public, 
but a DRaAMaTIc Poem; that is to fay, a Piece with 
fome interelting Situations to engage the Affections, but 
which affords more Room for a Piéturefque Imaginati- 
en 
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en to difplay itfelf, than is generally allowed to the 
more important Concerns of real Tragedy, where the 
diftrefs fhould be always encreafing, where the Paffion 
fhould be alwife rifiug to fuller and ftronger Emoti- 
ons, and where of Courfe the Poet ought not to find 
Leifure for Imagery and Defeription. Had this been 
felt and acknowledged, no Body would have looked 
for another Kind of Entertainment than was promifed, 
and the Smiles arifing from Sy Lv1a’s Dread of a Man 
{on the Difcovery of him) and her gradual Attach- 
ment to him in Compliance with natural dnftin@, would 
never have been judged inconfiftent with the Colour 
of the whole. But if the Author of the De/ert Ifand 
has erred in this, he has the Confolation of having er- 
red with the greateft Poet now in Europe. 

As many of the malevolent Writers of the Age 
have heretofore honoured the Author with their Abule, 
and as he was apprehenfive that they {till remained 
under the Oppreffion of their Dullnefs and Objcurity, 
it was deemed proper to call them forth into Daylight, 
by exhibiting one general Reprefentative of them all 
onthe Stage. For this he returns his Thanks to the 
Author of the Prologue; and if atty needy Booktel- 
lers, or unhappy Authors, can find their Accourt in 
taking further Liberties with him, he hereby declares, 
he fhould beforry not to have merit enough to provoke 
fome of them, and for their Encouragement, he adds 
in the Words of the noble Author of the Characferi/- 
tics, that “* He will never reply, unlefs he fhould hear 
“ of them or their Works in any good Company a 
«¢ ‘Twelve-month after,” 


Lincoln’s Inn, 


Jan. 26.1760. The AUTHOR. 
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Whitten and fpoken by Mr. GARRICK, 
“In the Chara@ter of a DRUNKEN POET- 


LL, all fhall out—all that [know and feel 
lwill by Heav’n—to higher Powersiappeal!— 
Behold a Bard!—no Author of to-night— 
No, no,—they can’t fay that, with all their /pite: 
Ay, you may frown (looking behind the fcenes) l’7 
at you, great and fmali— 
Your Poet, Players, Managers and ali!— 
Thefe Fools within here, frwear that Pm in liquor, 
My pafion warms me—makes my utt’rance thicker ;— , 
L totter too—but that’s the Gout and Pain,— | 
French Wines, and. living high, have been my vane.— 
From all temptations now, I wifely fleer me; 
Nor will I fuffer one fine Woman near me- 
And this I facrifice, to give you pleafure— 
For you l’vzvoin’d my brains,—and here's the treafure! 
[Pulls out a Manafcript. 
A treafive this, of profit and delight! 
And all thrown: by for this damn’d fluff to-night :— 
This is a play would water ev'ry eye !-— 
If I but lock upon’t, it makes me cry: 
This Play would tears from blood-ftain'd Saldiers 
And melt the bowels of hard-hearted Law ! (draw,— 
Would fore and aft the ftorm-proof Sailor rake ;— 
Keep turtle-eating Aldermen awake ! 
Would the cold blood of ancient Maidens thrill, 


And make ev’n pretty younger tongues lie flill. 
This = 
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This Play not ev’n Managers would refufe,— 
Had Hav’n but given’em any brains, to chufe!— 
FPuts up his Manufcript. 
Your Bard to-night, bred in the ancient [chool, ‘ 
Defigns and meafures all by critic rule ; 
Mong} Friends—it goes no farther—He’s a Fool. 
So very clafic, and fo very dull — 
His Detert Uland is his own dear Skull: 
INo Seul to make the Play-houfe ring, and rattle, 
No trumpets, Thunder, Ranting, Storms, or Battle re 
But all your fine poetic Prittle-prattle. 
The Plot is this—A Lady’s caft away—— 
“DT ong before the beginning of the Play ;” 
And they are taken by a Fifberman, : 
The Lady and the Child—'tis Bays’s plan—~ 
Soon he blunders—He’s an Trifhman.— | 
Tis all alike—his comic fiuff [ mean— 
IT hate all humour--it gives me the Spleen ; ¢ 
So damn’ em both, with all my heart, unfight, unfeen. 
But fhould you ruin him, ftill Pm undone~- 
Prue try’dall ways to bring my Phenix on— 
; [Shewing his Play again. 
Flatter I can with any of our Tribe— 
Can cut and flafh —indeed I cannot bribe; ¢ 
What muft I do then ?—beg you to fubfcribe. 
Be kind ye Boxes, Galleries, and Pit— 
Tis but aCrown a piece, for all this Wit ; 
“ All Sterling Wit—to puff myfelf 1 hate— 
Yow ll ne er fupply your wants at fuch a rate! 
?Tis worth your money, I would {corn to wrong ye,— 
You /mile confent—LUl fend my bat among ye. 


[Going, he returns. 
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Se much beyond all praife your bounties fwell | 
Not my own Tongue, my Gra-ti-tude can tell— 
“ A little Flattery fometimes does well.” 

[Staggers off. 


‘Dramatis Perfone. 


ME N. 


Ferdinand, Husband to Conflantia, Mr. Holland. 
Henrico, Friend to Ferdinand, Mr.Fleetwood. 


womMeEN, 


Connflantia, Mrs. Pritchard. 
Sylvia, her Daughter, Mils Prichard. 


SCENE, ADEsERTISL AEN De 


THE 


DESERT ISLAND. 


ACT I. 


The feene reprefents avale in the Defert Iland, furround- 


ed by rocks, caverns, grottos, flowering fhrubs, exotic 
trees, and plants growing wild. On one fide is a ca- 
wern in a rock, over the entrance of which appears, in 
large chara€ters, an unfinifbed infcription. CoNSTAN- 
TIA ts difcovered at work at the infcription, in a ro- 
mantic habit of skins, leaves, and flowers; in her hand 
foe holds a broken fword, and fiands in ad to finifh the 
imperfedl in{cription. 


| After a foort paufe, foe begins. 
EST, reft my arm— ye weary finews, reft— 
Awhile forget your office—on this rock 
Here fit thee down, and think thyfelf to ftone. 
[Sits down, 
—Would heav’n I could!— [ries] Ye thrubs, ye 
namelefs plants, 
That wildly gadding ’midit the rifted rocks 
Wreathe your fantaftic fhoots—ye darkfome trees, 
That weave yon verdant arch above my head, my 
Shad’wing this folemn fcene;—-ye mofs grown Caves, i : 
Romantic grottos,—all ye objects drear,. 
Tell me, in pity tell me, have ye feen, 
Thro’ the long feries of revolving time, 
Tn which you have inclos’d this lonely manfion, 


fn] 
A aay 


a 4 
J 


The DeseErRT Iszuanp. 


Say, have ye feen another wretch like me? 
No, never!—You, in tend’reft fympathy, 
Have join’d my plaints—you, atthe midnight hour, 
When with uprooted hair’l’ve ftrew’d the earth, 
And call’d my husband gone ;—have'call’d in vain 
Perfidious Ferdinand!—you, at that hour, 
Have waken’d echo in each vocal cell, 
Till ev’ry grove, and ev’ry mountain hoar, 
Mourn’d to my griefs refponfive—Well you know 
The ftory of my woes-—Ev’n yonder marble 
Relenting feels the touch; receives each trace 
That forms the melancholy tale —— Tho’ rude, 
And inexpert my hand;~-though all uncouth 
The intrument,—y et there behold my work 
Well nigh complete—let me about it ftraight. 
[She advances towards the rock. 
Ye deen engraven lettcrs, there remain ; 
And if in future time refiftlefs fate 
Should throw tome Briton on this difmal fhore ; 
Then {peak aloud ;—to his aftonith’d fenfe | 
Relate my fad, my memorable cafe— 
Alarm his foul, call out——— 
STOP TRAVELLER. 
HERE 
CONSTANTIA, 
WITH HER LITTLE INFANT, 
SYLVIA. 
WAS DESERTED BY HER HUSBAND, 
THE PERFIDIOUS 


FERDINAND; 


WHO PRETENDING TO LAND; HER 
FOR REFRESHMENT 


FROM THE DANGERS OF A. STORMY SEA, 
BAR« 
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BARBAROUSLY LEFT HER 
ON THIS UNHOSPITABLE ISLAND, 
WHERE SHE ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE. 
FRIEND! 
WHOE’ER THOU ART, 
PITY MY WRONGS, 
BUT AGAINST MY HUSBAND, 
(FOR LOVE LIKE MINE CANNOT FORGET 


WHERE ONCE WITH DELIGHT IT FIXED) 
I CHARGE YOU NEVER MEDITATE R-—- = 


Revenge!—the word Revenge is wanting fill. 

Ye holy pow’rs! if with one pitying look 

You'll deign to view me, grant my earneft pray’r! 
Let me but finifh this my fad infcription, 

Then let this bufy, this afflicted heart 


| Be ftill at once, and beat my breaft no more. 
: [She goes on with her work, 


Enter Sylvia. 


Sylvia. My deareft mother—oh! quite out of breath. 
Conf?. What is the matter, child ? 
Sylvia. Why, ma’am, my heart, 
} Beats wild with joy—oh! fuch an incident !— 

Conf?. What incident, my fweet! 

Sylvia. My little fawn, 
My dear, my lovelieft fawn,—for many days 
Whofe lofs I’ve mourn’d; for whofe dear fake I’ve 

left 

No corner of the ifle unfearch’d ;—this moment 
O’er the dew-fpangled lawn, with printlefs feet, 
Came bounding to me; playful frisk’d about 


, With inexpreffive airs of glad furprife, 
} Az With 
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With eager figns of tranfport—Big round tears 

Stood trembling in his eye, and feem’d to fpeake 

His fond regret ftill mingling with his joy. 
Conf. And is it that, my love, delights thee fo ?— 
Sylvia. And can you wonder, ma’am ?—yes, that 

delights me, 

Tranfports me, charms me ;—he’s my darling care, 

My dear companion, my fweet little friend, 

That loves me, gambols round me, watches ftill 

With anxious tendernefs my ev’ry motion, 

Pants on my bofom, leaps into my arms, 

And wanders o’er me with a thoufand kiffes. 

Before this time, he never once ftray’d from me ; 

~—I thought I loft him ;—but he’s found again ! 

And can you wonder I’m tran{ported thus ! 
Conf. Oh! happy ftate of innocence !—how fweet 

‘Thy joys, fimplicity, e’er yet the ‘mind 

With artificial paffions learns to glow ; 

Ere tafte has ta’en our fenfes to her {chool, 

Has given each well-bred appetite her laws, 

Taught us to feel imaginary blifs, 

Or elfe expire in clegance of pain, . a” 
Sylvia. Nay, now, again, you're growing grave 

——'tis you 

Give laws to appetite ;—forbid each fenfe 

To minifter delight ; your eyes are dimm’d 

With conftant tears ;—the rofes on your cheek 

Fade like yon vi’lets; when exceflive dews 

Have bent their drooping melancholy heads ; 

Soon they repair their graces ; foon recal 

Their aromatic lives, and {miling yield 

To fighing Zephyr all their balmy {weets. 

To grief you're ftilla prey ; fill wan defpair 

Sits 
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Sits with’ring at your heart, and ev'ry feature 
Has your directions to be fix’d in woe. 
Nay, pr’ythee now clear up—you make me fad——— 
—Wil! you, Mama, forget your cares 2 aero 
Conf Forget 
Oh! {weet oblivion, thy all-healing balm 
To wretches you refufe !—can I forget 
Perfidious Ferdinand ?——~His tyrant form 
Is ever prefent—The deluding looks, 
Endearing accents, and the foft regards 
With which he led me to yon mofs-clad cave, 
There to repofe awhile—oh ! cruel man! 
And you, ye confcious wilds, I call you falfe ! 
Accomplices in guilt !——The Zephyrs bland 
That pant upon each leaf ;—the melody 
That warbles thro’ your groves ; the falling fountains 
That at each deep’ning cadence lull the mind, 
Were all fuborn’d againft me ; all confpir’d 
To wrap me in the filken folds of fleep. 
Sudden I wake—-where, where is Ferdinand ? 
I rave, I thriek,-—-no Ferdinand replies ; —- 
Frantic L rove thro’ all your winding glades,— 
I feek the fhore ;—no Ferdinand appears— 
I climb yon craggy fteeps; I fee the fhip 
Unfurling all her fails—I! call aloud, 
J ftamp, cry out ;—deaf as the roaring fea 
He catches ev’ry gale that blows from heav’n, 
And cleaves his liquid way. -———- 
Syfvia. Why will you thas 
Recal your paft afilictions ? —~——-= 
Conft. Ah! what then, 
Thou wretched Con/fance, what were then thy feel- 
ings? 
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Trend my treffes,-~beat my breaft in vain, 
In vain ftretch out thefe ineffeGtual arms, 
Pierce with my frantic cries the wounded air, 
Dath my bare bofom on the flinty rock, 
Then rife again, and ftrain my aching fight, 
To fee the thip fill lef’ning to my view, 
And take the laft, laf glimpfe, as far, far off 
In the horizon’s verge fhe dwindles fill, 
Grows a dim fpeck, and mixes with the clouds 
Juft vanifhing,—juft loft,—ah! feen no more. 
Syfvia, I pr’ythee don’t talk fo-—my heart dies. in 
Why won’t you ftrive a little to forget [me—- 
‘This melancholy-theme ?—the twilight grey 
Of morn but faintly ftreaks the eaft; the ftars 
Still glimmer thro’ the whit’ning air ; the groves 
Are mute ; yon all-devouring deep lies hufh’d ; 
The tunsful birds, and the whole brute creation 
Still fink, in foft oblivious flumber wrapp’d, 
Forgetful of their cares ;—all,——all but you 
Know fome repofe ;--you pafs the dreary night 
Jn tears and ceafelefs grief; then rifing wild 
Anticipate the dawn, and here refume 
Your doleful task, or elfe afcend the height 
Of yonder promontory ; there forlorn 
You fit, and hear the brawling waves beneath 
Lafh the refounding fhore; your brimful eye 
Still fix’d on that fad quarter of the heav’ns 
Where my hard father difappear’d. 
Conf. Yes, there 
My melancholy loves to dwell ; there loves 
To fit, and pine over its hoard of grief ; 
To roll thefe eyes o’er all the fullen main, 
Tn hopes fome {ail may this way fhape its courfe, 
With tidings of the human race—Oh! heav’ns! 
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Coold I behold that dear, that wifh’d for fight, 
Could I but fee fome veftiges of man, 
Some mark of focial life, ev’n tho’ the fhip 
Sould fhun this ifle, and court propitious gales 
Beneath fome happier clime; yet ftill the view 
Would chear my foul, and my heart bound with joy 
At that faint profpet of my fellow creatures. 
But not for me, fuch tranfport ;—not for me—- 
Dear native land, I now no more mutt fee thee, 
Condemn’d in ever-during folitude to mourn, 
From thy {weet joys, fociety, debarr’d! 
Sy/via. But to your happinefs what’s wanting here? 
Full many atime I’ve heard you praiie the arts, 
The polifh’d manners, and gay fcenes of blifs 
Which Europe yields——yet ever and anon 
I from your own difcourfe can gather too 
That happinefs is all unknown to Europe ; 
That envy there can dwell, and difcontent ; 
The f{mile, that wakens at another’s woe ; 
The heart, that fickens at another’s praife ; 
The tongue, that carries the malignant tale ; 
The little fpirit, that fubverts a friend ; 
Fraud, perfidy, ingratitude, and murder. 
Now fure with reafon I prefer thefe icenes 
Of innocence, tranquillity, and joy ! 
Conff. Alas! my child, "tis eafy to forego 
Unknown delights — pleafures we’ve never felt.—~ 
Sy/via. Are we not here what you yourfelf have 
told me 
In Europe fovereigns are ?}— here we have fix'd 
Our little fylvan reign. — The guilelefs race 
Of animals, that roam the lawns and woods, 
Are tractable and willing fubjeéts ; — pay 
Paflive obedience to us — and yon fea 
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Becomes our tributary ; hither rolls 
In each hoarfe-murm’ring tide his various ftores 
Of dainticit thell fith — the unbidden earth, 
Of human toil all ignorant, pours forth 
Whatever to the eye, or tafte, can prove 
Rare, exquitite, and good —at once the fpring 
Calls forth its green delights, and fummer’s blufh 
Glows on each purple branch. ‘The feafons here 
On the fame tree, with glad furprize, 
Behold each other’s gifts arife : 
Spontaneous fruits around us grow ; 
For ever here the Zephyrs blow : 
Shrubs ever flow’ring, 
Shades embow’ring ; 
Heav’nly fpots, - 
Cooling grots, 
Verdant mountains, 
Falling fountains; 
Pure limpid rills, 
Adown the hills, 
That wind their way 
And o’er the meadows play, 
Enamour’d of th’ enchanted ground: 
Conf?. What is this wafte of beauty, all thefe charms 
Of cold, inanimate, unconfcious nature, 
Without the focial fenfe? thofe joys, my Sylvia, 
Thou can’ not mifs; for thou halt never known 
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em. 
Sylvia. But ftill, thofe beauteous traéts of Europe, 
Which you fo much regret, are full of men ; 
And men, you know, are animals of prey ; 
I’m {ure that you yourfelf have told me fo 
A thonfand times. ——< 


bis Ns at Bass 
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Conft. And if I have, my child, 
I told a difmal truth. — Oh! they are falfe, 
Inexorable, cruel, fell deceivers ; 
Their unrelenting hearts no harbour know 
For honour, truth, humanity, or love: 
Sylvia. Weli then, in this lone ifle, this dear retreat 
From them at leaft we’re free. —— 
Conf? Poor mnocent ! 
I can’t but grieve for her—  [Bur/fs into tears, afide. 
Sy/via. Why fall afreth 
Thofe drops of forrow ? — pray you, now give 0’er.— 
Conft. My heart will break — I do not grieve, my 
child — 
I can’t conceal my tears-—they muft have way. — 
Sylvia. Nay, if you love me, fare you will not thus 
Make my heart ake within me! — 
Cont. No, my {weet — 
I will not weep — all will be well, my love — 
Oh! mifery ! -—~ I can’t, —I can’t contain —— 
The olack ingratitude |! —— [Weeps. 
Sylvia. Say, is there aught 
That I can do, Mama, to give you comfort ? — 
If there is, tell me — fhail T fetch my fawn? 
Dry up your tears, and he is your’s this moment, 
— Ill run and bring him to you. 
Conf?.. Sylvia, no! 
Sylvia. Nay do, Mama —I beg you will — you 
fhall. {Exit, 


Conftantia alone. 


Alas! I fear my brain will turn — the fun 
Full fixteen times hath made his annual courfe, 


Since here I’ve dragg’d a miferable being, 


The 
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The vidtim of defpair ; which long e’er now, 

To phrenzy kindling, muft have fore’d me dafh 

My brain in madnefs on yon flinty rocks, 

And end my pangs at once; if the keen inftin& 

Of ftrong maternal love had not reftrain’d 

My wild diforder’d foul, and bade me live 

To watch her tender infancy ; to rear 

Her biooming years ;. with fond delighted care 

To tend each blofiom of her growing mind, 

And fee hght gradual dawning on her foul. 

And yet to fee her thus, — to fee her here, 

Cut off from every focial blifs ; condemn’d, 

Like fome fair flow’r that in a defart grows, 

Ta breathe its fweets into the pailing wind, 

And waite its bloom all unperceiv’d away ! 

It is enough to break a mother’s heart. 

Let me not think on’t — let me {hun that thought: 
[Sits down and fings. 


I. 
What tho’ his guilt my heart hath torn, 
Yet lovely is his mein, 
His eyes mild-op’ning as the morn, 
Round him each grace is feen. 
But oh! ye nymphs, your loves ne’er let him win, 
For oh! deceit and falfhood dwell within. 


468 
From his red lip his accent ftole, 
Soft as kind vernal {nows; | 
Melting they came, and in the foul 
Defire and joy arofe. 
But oh! ye nymphs, ne’er liften to his art, 
For oh! bafe falfhood rankles in his heart. 


III, He 
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Ill. 
He left me in this lonely ftate ! 
He fled, and left me here, 
Another Ariadne’s fate, 
To mourn the live-long year. 
He fled —~ but oh! what pains the heart muft prove, 
When we reveal the crimes of him we love! 


Enter Sy/via. 


Sy/via, I cannot bring him now—~ in-yonder ftream 
That thro’ its. pebbled channel glides along 
Soft-murm’ring to the fea, he ftands to cool 
His beauteous form in the pure limpid rill. 

But ftill he fhall be your’s. 

Conft. To thee, my child, 

To thee he caufes joy -— but joy to me 
There’s nothing now can bring—left by my husband! 
By the falfe barb’gous man ! 

Sylvia. And yet this man 
You ftill regret -- you muft excufe me now -~ 
I vow, I can’t but think, ’midft ail your grief, 

All your reproaches, your complaints againft him, 
That ftill this man, this cruel fell deceiver, 

Has found, —— I know not why -— within your breaft 
Some tender advocate, to plead his caufe. 

Conft. No, Sylvia, no; my love is turn’d to hate !—— 

Sylvia. Then dry your forrows and this day begin 
A happier train of years —— and lo! the fun 
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Emerges from the fea —~ he lifts his orb 

| Above the purpled main, and ftreams abroad 
His golden fluid o’er the world — the birds 

| Exulting wake their notes all things rejoice, 


oe gee 


And 


12 The Desert IsLawnn. 


And hills, and groves, and rocks, and vallies {mile. 
Let me intreat you then forget your cares, 
And fhare the general blifs. 
[The fun is feen to rife at a difiance, as it were 
out of the fea. 
Conft. Once more all hail, 
Thou radiant power, who in your bright career 
Or rifing or defeending, haft beheld 
My never-ceafing woe ! —— again thou climb’ft 
In orient glory, and recall’ft the cares 
And toils of man and beaft —~ but oh! in all 
Your flaming courfe, your beams will never light 
Upon a wretch fo loft, fo curft as I am. 
Sylvia. And yet, my mother ————=. 
Confi. Mine are pangs, my child, 
Strokes of adverfity no time can cure, 
No lenient arts can foften or afluage. 
But I'll not grieve thee, Sylvia — Vl retire 
To fome fequefter’d haunt — There, all forlorn, 
T’ll fit, and wear myfelf away in thought. [Lxit. 


Sylvia, alone. 


Alas! how obftinately bent on grief 
Is her whole mind ! —— the votarift of care ! 
In vain I try to foften her afflictions, 
And with each art beguile her from her woe. 
I chide, intreat, carefs, and all in vain, 
And what to me feems ftrange, perverfe, and won- 
d’rous, 
‘The more'l ftrive, the more her forrows {well : 
Her tears the fafter fall, fall down her cheek 
In ftreams fo copious, and fuch bitter anguith, 
That 
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That I myfelf at length, I know not how, 
Catch the foft weaknefs, and o’erpow’r'd with grief, 
Flow all diffolving in unbidden tears. 
Aflift her heav’n. — Her heart will break at laft -— 
I tremble at the thought -- I'll follow firaight : 
And ftill implore, befeech, try ev'ry way 
To reconcile her to herfelf and me. 
But fee, look yonder! what a fight i8 there! 
What can it mean, that huge enormous mafs 
That moves upon the bofom of the deep! 
—— A floating mountain ! —-no——a mountain never 
Could change its place —— for fuch a monftrous bulk 
How light it urges on its way — how quick, 
How rapid in its courfe ! -- What can it be —— 
{’ll tow’rd the fhore, and from the pointed rock 
T hat juts into the waves, at leifure view 
This wond’rous fight, and what it is explore. 


End of the firft Aa. 
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ACT seen 


Scene. Another view of the ifland, with an opening te 
the jca between feveral hills and rocks. 


Exter Sylvia. 


Syia, (XT TL LT behold it—fullit glides along 

wn Thro’ the tumultuous feas-and lo! be- 
fore it 

The waves divide! and now they elofe again, 

Leaving atraé of angry foam behind. 

Tt mutt be, fure, fome monfter of the deep ; 

For fee !~-upon its huge broad back it bears 

Expanded wings, that, fpreading to the wind, 

Lie broad incumbent o’er the farge beneath-— 

~-Ah! fave me, fave me! what new forms appear! 

What fhanes of unknown being rife before me ! 

From yon huge monfter’s fide they iffue forth, 

And bolt upon the fhore !-~behold, they ftop, 

And now with eager difconcerted pace 

Precipitate rufh forward on the ifle, 

Now ’mongft the rocks they wind their filent way. 


Ferdinand and Henrico appear. 


Proteét me, heav’n ! defend me! fhield me !—ah! 
Hide me, ye woods, within your deep recefs ; 
Ne’er may thefe monfters penetrate your haunts ; 
Ne’er trace my footfteps thro” your darkfome ways- 
Behind the covert of this woodbine bow’r 


Oh! Jet me reft conceal’d ! [She retires. 


Fer- 
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Ferdinand aad Henrico come forward. , 


Hen, No trace appears, 
No veftige here is feen of human kind.” 
Tis drear, *tis wafte, and unfrequented all. 
And hark!—-what noife ?—from yonder toiling deep 
How dreadful founds the pealing roar !—my friend, 
My valued ferdinand, ’twere beit retire. 
This cannot be the piace. 
Ferd. Ox! my Henrico, 
This is the fatal fhore--the well-known {cene, 
Yon bay, yon rocks, yon mountains, from whofe brows 
Th’ imbow’ring foreft over-hangs the deep, 
Each well-remember’d object ftrikes my view, 
Anfwers the image in my mind preferwd, 


Engraven there by love’s recording hand, 
And never, but with life, to fade from thence. 
Hen, And yet thy love-enfeebled foul may form 
Imaginary tokens of refemblance. 
This foil unbeaten feems by mortal ftep. 
Ferd. No, my Henrico, no——this is the fpot-——= 
My heart in ev’ry pulfe confirms it to me. 
This is the place, the very place, where fate 
Began to weave the tiflue of my woes. 
Oh! I was curft, abhorr’d of heav’n, or elfe 
I ne’er had trufted the contentious waves, 
But kept my ftore of happinefs at home. 
Hen. Repine not for an action that arofe 
From filial piety,—a father’s mandate 
Requir’d obedience from you, — 
Ferd. To his fummons 
| © Ipaid a glad attention—--yet, good heav’n! 
»  Whyin that early era of my blifs 
B 2 
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Should then his orders come, to dafh my joys ?— 
Oh! I was bleft with all that rareft beauty, 
With all that ev’ry Venus of the mind, 
The tender heart, and the enliven’d wit 
Could pour delightful on the raptur’d fenfe 
Of the young bridegroom, whofe admiring eyes 
Still hung enamour’d on her ev’ry charm, 
And thence drank long infpiring draughts of love, 
Unfated ftill,——ftill kindling at the view. 
Hen. Thy fate indeed was hard 
Ferd. Heav’n knows it was — 
Each foft defire, each joy refin’d was mine-— 
The hours foft glided by, and as they pafs’d 
Scatter’d new bleflings from their balmy wings ; 
They faw our ever new delight ; they faw 
Al blooming offs spring crown our mutual loves ; 


r 
Ihe mother’s featur ‘es, and her ev'ry grace 


In this our daughter exquifitely trac’d. 
But to be torn ft om that fupreme of Foie 
hi 


My wife, »-—-Confiantia,-—and my beauteous babe, 
He re to be tcfe on this untravell’d ifle, 
To pine in bitternefs of want !——their bed. 
The cold bare earth, while the inclement winds 
From yonder main came howling round their heads, 
Until at length the friendly hand of death 
In pity threw his fhrowd upon their woes, 

fien. 'Too fure, I fear, they’re loft. ——-— 

Ferd. Perhaps, my friend, 
Perhaps when gafping in the pangs of death, 
~-Whenev’ry beauty faded from her cheek, 
--And her eye languifh’d motionlefs and‘dim, 
Perhaps ev’n then, in that fad difmal hour, 
My name ftill hover’d on her quiv’ring lips, 
And nought but death could tear me from her heart. 
Hen. 
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Hen.- Her tend’reft thoughts no doubt were fix’d on 
thee. 
Ferd. Her tend’reft thoughts! oh! no-~her utmott 
rage ————~- 
Who ateae Henrico, but fhe deem’d me falfe ; 
Deem’d mea vile deferter from her arms! 
She did,—the muft—each itrong appearance } join’d 
To mark me guilty—Onh! that thought {trikes deep 
Its fcorpion tings into my very heart. 
Could the but think me fo refin’d in guilt, 
So exquilite a villain, as to caufe 
A moment’s anguifh in that tender breatt, 
Where all the loves, where all the virtues dwelt, 
~-"T'were mifery,—’twere torture in th’ extreme——= 
And yet fhe thought me fuch—~ by heav’n fhe did— 
Accus’d me of the worft, the blackeft treafon, 
Of treafon to my love—ftung with th’ idea 
She roam’d this ifle, and to thefe defert wilds 
Pour’d forth her lamentable tale;—-who knows 
But on fome craggy cliff whole nights the fat 
Raving in atknots to the moon's dle gleam ; 
Until at length all kindling into phrenzy, 
Clafping her infant clofer to her breaft, 
With defperation wild from off the rock 
Headlong fhe ole d into the roaring waves, 
While her laft accents murmur’d faithlefs Ferdinand. 
Hen. Diftraé net thus your foul with fancied woes: 
She could not think thee faithleis ; thee, whofe mind, 
Whofe ev’ry virtue were fo well approv’d. 
Ferd. Still will I hope the did not.-—-Oh! fhe knew 
I made that voyage in daty to a father. 
A while we fteer’d a happy courfe, until 
Beneath the burning line, from whence the fun 
In ftraight direGtion pours his ardent blaze 
B 3 
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On ev’ry fever’d fenfe, a ftorm arofe, 
Sudden and wild; as if a war of nature 
Were thund’ring o’er our heads——full twenty days 
It drove us headlong on the dafhing furge, 

Far from our deftin’d way, until at length 

In evil hour we landed on this ifle. 


Sylvia returns, and peeps from behind a hedge. 


Sylvia. Methought I heard a found, as if they both 
Held mutual converfe yonder lo! they ftand 
They do not follow me what can they be! 

Ferd. There is the fpot, juft where yon aged tree 
Imbrowns the plain beneath, on which the villains, 
The unrelenting band of pirates, feiz’d me— 
There I receiv’d my wound, and there I fought 
Till my fword fhiver’d in my hand—worn out, 
Opprefs’d by numbers, pow’rlefs, and difarm’d, 
They bore me headlong to the beach ; in vain 
Piercing the air with horrid ories ; in vain 
Back towr’d the cave, where poor Coxftantia flept, 
With her lov’d infant daughter in her arms, 
Straining my ardent eyes—my eyes alone! 

For oh! their cruelty had bound my arms, 
And tears and looks were all I then could ufe. 

Sylvia. The voice but indiftinély ftrikes my ear, 
Would they would turn this way. 

Ferd. Fetter’d, ty’d down, 


They dragg’d me to the veffel—bore me hence— 
In vain our fhip purfu’d.—In vain gave chace— 
Form’d with detefted skill, the guilty bark 

In which they plung’d me, gliding o’er the main 
Outftripp’d their tardy courfe-—they fteer’d away 
Far to their regions of accurfed bondage, 


Far 
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Far from Conflantia, far from ev’ry joy 
A doating husband, and delighted father 
Feels-in mix’d rapture with his wife and child. 
Oh! Ecould pour my plaints—but Pll not wound 
Thy ear, my friend, with further lamentation. 
Hen. Would heav’n I could remove the caufe—— 
Ferd. Alas ! 
That cannot be—Thou can’ft not bid return 
TW’ irrevocable flight of time; recall 
The moments of our young delight ; annul 
And render void, what once the hand of fate 
Hath, from its flores of woe, pour’d down upon me, 
Sylvia. [half concealed.| Why will they fland with 
looks averted thus ? 
I long to fee their countenance and mien. 
Ferd. But yet, thou bett of friends, yet grant me this? 
Affift my fearch ;--olr! let me roam around 
This fatal fhore—the ifle’s circumference 
Circles a f{canty fpace—we cannot lofe 
Each other here—do thou purfue that path 
That leads due eaft-—this way Pll bend my courfe. 
Hen, By heav’n there is no tafk of hardihood, 
Of toil, or danger, but I'll try for thee; 
For thee, my friend ;—to thee I owe my life, 
And that more precious boon, my liberty: 
Thon haft releas’d me from the galling chain, 
From flav’ry’s bitter preflure—’twas thy skill 
That form’d the plan of freedom, feiz’d the veffel, 
And made your friends the partners of your flight. 
For thee Pll roam around—but oh! I fear 
Our fearch will’prove in vain. 
Ferd. Too fure it will 
And yet it is the doom of lave like mine 
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To dwell for ever on the fad idea 
Of the dear object loft; to vifit oft, 
A lonely pilgrim, ev’ry well known feene, 
Each haunted glade, where the lov’d object ftray’d ; 
‘To calleach circumftance of pafs’d delight 
Back to the foul; in fond excurfions feek 
The dear lamented fhade —Then, oh ! my friend, 
Then let me tafte that fad, that penfive comfort, 
Range thro’ thefe wilds ; afcend- each craggy fteep, 
Try in each grotto, in each gloomy cave 
If haply there remain fome veltige of Conflautia. [ Exit. 
Hen. On yonder beach we'll meet again——fare- 
well !——— 
Sylvia. Conceal thee Sylvia; ah! it comes this 
ye way" 
Then let me feek the covert of the woods, 
Where neds the browneft horror ; there lie fafe 
From the unufual fight of thefe ftrange beings. [ Exit. 
Hen. { folus.} How cruel is my friend’s condition !+— 
For ever to regret, yet never find [doom’d 
The object of his foul—his early love 
He lavith’d all on her—with her it goes 
To the dank grave, and leaves him haplefs here 
To die alingering death. Yet fill I'll try 
By ev’ry office friendfhip can perform 
To heal the wound that preys upon his life. [Ext 


The back feene clofes, and prefents a thick wood; then 
enter Sylvia. 


Sylvia. What have my eyes beheld? my flatt’ring 
heart 
Beats quick in ftrange emotions—from yon grove 
Of tufted trees, I faw this nameleis being 
Walk 
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Walk o’er the ruffet heath—its eh hoes 


Confefs'd to view 
No lines of cruelty deform’'d his vifage 


It cannot be a man 


Were it a man, his untam’d favage foul 
Would ftrongly fpeak in each diftorted feature——— 
This was all pleafing, amiable and mild : 
A gentle forrow, bright’ning into {miles, 
Such as befpoke a calm, yet ae {pirit, 
Sat on its peaceful brow, and o’er it threw 
A gentle gleam of fweetnefs and of pain. 


ea) 


—It cannot be a woman neither—no—= 


The drefs accords not with that mode, which oft 


My mother hath deferib’d— 


ttradtion dwells about it ; 


Whate’er it be, 


winning {miles ; 


Affuafive airs of tenderne{s and joy. 


Til feek my mother--the perhaps may know 


Thefe forms, to me unufual—By this row 


Of darkfome pines, my fteps all unperceiv’d 


May gain the place where with affiduous hand 
She works, and teaches the rude rocks to tell 


Her mournful elegy what mean my feet? 


—Why ftand they thus forgetful of their office 
—Why heaves th’ involuntary figh ?—and why 

Thus in quick pulfes beats my heart ?—my eyes 
A mifty dimnefs covers—In my ears 


Strange murmurs found—my very breath is loft 


What can it be ?—I know thee, fear !—’tis thou 


That caufeit this !--and yet it can’t be fear 


Fear cannot thrill with pleature thro’ the veins ; 


Knows not this dubious joy 


blings 


Icannot gueis what thefe emotions mean, 
Nor what this bufy thmg my heart would want! 
Let me feek fhelter in my mother’s arms. 


thefe grateful trem- 


[Ez xit! 
SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the firft view of the ifland, where 
Conftantia’s in/cription 7s Jeem. 


Enter Ferdinand. 


No—never more fhall thefe fond eyes behold her. 
Loft, loft, my poor Coxflantia loft! Tn vain 

I fearch thefe gloomy woods—In vain call out 
Her honour'd name toev’ry hill and dale. 

My eyes are falfe, or on the craggy bafe 

Of yonder rock fome inftrument appears, 

The mark of human kind 
A broken fword ! 

Oh ! all ye heav’nly pow’rs !—=the very fame——— 
This once was mine-—unfaithful to its truft 


[Takes it up. 


Tt fail’d me at my utmoit need—I fee 

The well known charaétcrs ; the very words 
That form’d its motto—’tis, it is the fame 
Oh! were Con/ftantia found !—what do I fee? 
All o’er with hair the flinty rocks beftrew’d ! 
Thefe were her decent treffes—thefe in anguifh 
She tore relentlefs from her beauteous head, 
Up by the roots fhe tore, and {catter’d wild 
To all the: paffing winds—the {till may live! 
Coufiautia'—my belov’d, my life, return! 
Confiantia!—ha !—what myitic characters 
Are hewn into the rock? my name appears 


[ He reads. 


STOP TRAVELLER. 
HERE 
CONSTANTIA, 


WITH HER LITTLE INFANT, 


SYLVIA, 
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WAS DESERTED BY HER -HUSBAND, 
THE PERFIDIOUS 


FERDINAND; 


WHO PRETENDING TO LAND HER 
FOR REFRESHMENT 
FROM THE DANGERS OF A STORMY SEA, 
BARBAROUSLY LEFT HER 
‘ON THIS UNHOSPITABLE ISLAND, 
WHERE SHE ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE.~ 


Support me, heav’n !—ah! no—withold your aid. 
Ye unrelenting pow'rs, and let me thus, 
Each vital {park fubfiding, thus expire. 

[Leans againft the rock. 


Enter Henrico. 


What hoa !—my Ferdinand!—this way the found 
Struck on my liftning ear—what means my friend 
Thus growing to the rock, transform’d to ftone, 
A breathing ftatue, ’midft the fhapelefs piles !_— 

Ferd. Henrico, there !—read there !-—~ 

Hen. Letters engrav’d ! (He reads to himfelf 


as far as 


SHE ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE, 


Alas! my friend—[They gaze fpeechle/s at each other 
for fome time. then Ferdinand falls. 
The ftorm of grief o’erpow’rs his feeble {pirits. 
Now rouze thy ftrength, my Ferdinand, and bear 
This load of forrow like a man. 
Ferd. 1 do: 
Thou fee’ft Ido —I do not weep, my friend— 
Thefe eyes are dry—their very fource 1s dry— 
=~1 am her cruel husband to the lait, some 


—— 


Hen. Oht 
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Hen..Oh ! thou wert ever kind and tender to her. 
Ferd. Tender and kind !—~look there !—-there 
ftands:the black, 
The horrid roll of guilt denounce’d againft me. 
Lo! the dread charaCters !—let me perufe 
The whole fad record ; of this bitter woe 
Still deeper drink, and gorge me with affliction. 
[He reads. 


FRIEND! 
WHOE’ER THOU ART, 
PITY MY WRONGS, 
BUT AGAINST MY HUSBAND, 
(FOR LOVE LIKE MINE CANNOT FORGET 
WHERE ONCE WITH DELIGHT IT FIXED) 
I CHARGE YOU NEVER MEDITATE R = =u 


Revenge, fhe meant to fay—the word’s begun— 
But death untimely ftopt her hand—oh ! mifery ! 
She thought me falfe, and yet could love me ftill_— 
The wound now pierces deeper—had fhe loath’d me; 
Abhor’d me, curs’d me, ’twere not half the torture 
This angel-goodnefs caufes—and to lofe her! 
To lofe.a mind like her’s, that thus could pour 
Such unexampled tendernefs and love, 
Amidft the keeneft anguifh—-on the earth 
Meafure thy length, thou wretch accurft! —there lie, 
For ever lie, and to thefe woods and wilds 
Howl out thy griefs in madnefé and defpair. 

Fen. feel, I feel thy forrows—oh ! my friend, 
Cruel event !—your tears, alas! are juft — 
Then let them flow, and let me mingle mine— 
Your gufhing forrows may afiuage your grief, 
This ftorm of rage attemp’ring into peace. 
Ferd. Whe 
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Ferd. Who talks of peace? — let phrenzy feize my 
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Come; moon-ftruck madnefs, with thy glaring eye, 
And clanking chain; come, fhoot thy kindling fires 


Into my inmoft foul;—blaft ev’ry thinking pow’r ; 


Raze each idea out ;--tear up at once 


The feat of memory—-no—leave me that —————« 


Still leave me memory, to picture forth 
Conftantia’s lovely form, that I may fit 
With unclad fides, upon fome blafted heath 
And gloat upon her image ;—/ee her ftill, 
See her whole days with fancy’s gufhing eye, 
And gaze on that alone 
Hen. Arife, my friend, 
And quite this fatal fhore 
Ferd. And quit this fhore! 


But whither turn ?—-ah! whither fhall I go f— 


Where theiter me from mifery ?—this ifle 
Shall be my jeurney’s bound... 

Hen. What can’{t.theu mean? 

Ferd. Never again to draw the vital airy 
But where my love expir’d—to feed my foul 
With thefe fad objects, this fepulchral tale, 
Ev'n to the height. of yet unheard-of anguih : 
To print my pious kiffes on the rocks; 


To bathe the ground, which her dear footfteps prefs’d, 


With the inceffant tears of burning anguihh ; 
To make thefe wilds all vocal with her name, 


Till this cold lifelefs tongue fhall move no more. 


Hen. By heav’n, you muft not think—- 
Ferd. Farewell '\—farewell! .-—~ 
Coniult thy happineis!—for ever here 
C 
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By fate I’m doom’d to ftay—=alas?' Conflantia} ——_ 

To perifh with thy infant here! —no friend 

To clofe thy ghaftly orbs !—thy pale remains 

On the bare earth expos’d, without the tribure 

Of a fond hufband’s tears o’er thy dead corfe ;— 

Without the laft fad oblequies—yet here, 

I {till will raife an empty fepulchre. 

There fhall no cold unconfcious marble forns 

In mockery of imitated woe 

Bend o’er the fancy’d urn: myfelf will be 

The fad, the penfive, monumental figure, 

Diftilling real anguifh o’er the tomb; 

Till wafting by degrees Tmoulder down, 

And fink to filent duft. 
ffen, What man could do, 

Already you've perform’d 


Ferd, Prithee, no more —— 
I will about it ftraight—this place affords 
Materials for the work—Thither I’ll bring 
Whate’er can deck the fcene—Conflantia, yes ; 
I will appeafe thy difcontented fhade, 
Then follow thee to yonder realms of biifs. [Exit. 


Fenrico /olus. 


His vehemence of grief bears down his reafon. 
He muft not linger here-—his ftay were fatal_—~ 


Force will be neceffary—to our boat 
I'll haften back and call fome trafty friends 
To drag him from this melancholy fhore. 


End of the fecond AG. 
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A Cel 
The fame feene continuess 


Enter Sylvia. 


\HRO’ the befriending gloom of arching bow’rs, 
Thro’ walks, where never fun-beam piere’d, 
at length 
I’ve gain’d this deep-encircled vale—ah! me! 
I feel {trange tremors ftill—fhe is not here ——~ 
Mama !—where can fhe be ?——her mournful task 
W aits for her ling’ring hand 


my dearef{t mother— 
She anfwers not—what noife is that ‘—-methought 

I heard fome fteps advancing—’tis my fawn 

That ruftles thro’ the foreft glade —he {tops 

And looks, then runs, and ftops again to take 

A fearful gaze—he too perhaps has feen 

Thefe unknown beings—yonder lo! he ftands 

In mute expreflive wonder—heav’n protect me! 
—Thro’ this clofe path, that gradual winding up 
Leads on to plains, to woods, and verdant lawns 
Embofom’d in the rock,‘ TH journey up 
The day now glows intenle, but by the rills, 


Phat thro’ embow’ ring groves come purling down, 
Loft can lay me, and enjoy each breeze 

_ Phat plays amid thofe craggy {cenes—a noile 

| From yonder interwoven Reape cshe 
1 | Ye guardian angels, fave me !—fee,. fee there 
That thing again | ———. 


C2 Enter 
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Enter Henrico. 


Hen, What beauteous form in thefe forlorn abodes 
Attracts my wond’ring eyes ? - 
Sylvia. Ye heav’nly pow’rs! [Retiring from him. 
Hen. Xt fwims before my fight—whate’er thou art, 
Virgin, or goddefs—oh! a goddefs fure !~—_ 
Thou goddef of thefe manfions !—for thy looks 
Beam heav’nly radiance, with propitious ears 
Accept my fupplication. 
Sylvia. Ha!—it {peaks ——— 
It fpeaks—what doft thou mean !——= 
Hen. Oh! fay what place, 
What clime is this? —and what art thou that thus 


Adorn ft this lonely manfion? 


Sylvia, Will you firft 


Promife to come no nearer? 


Hen, With devotion 
As true as ever pilgrim offer’d up 
in holy fervor to his faint, —] promife. 
Sylvia. How gentle its demeanor !—tell me now 
What thing thou art ? ke 
fen. One born to mifery ;—— 
A man,- whom fate 


Syloia- A man!—art thou a man? 
Hen. Tam. 


Sylvia. Ob! heav’ns!—a man!—proteét me—fave. 


me—— [Runs away. 
Hen. Nay, fly me not—a fudden impulfe here 
Bids me purfue——forgive, thou unknown fair, 
That with foft violence I thus prefume 
To force thee meafure back thy fteps again. 
[He brings her back. 
Sylvia. 
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Sylvia. Force me not thus; inhuman, barb’rous 
What have I faid ?—Oh! worthy gen’rous man, [man, 
Thus on my knees | beg,—have mercy on me -—— 
—I never did-you harm—-indeed I did not.—— 

Hen. Arile, [raifes her] thou lovely tenant of thefe 
And let me thus,——thus as befits the man [ woods, 
W hofe mind runs o’er with rapture and furprize, 

W hofe heart throbs. wild with mingled doubt and joy, 
Thus let me worfhip this-celeftial form, 
This heav’nly brightnefs,-to my wond’ring eyes 
That fheds fuch influence, as when an angel 
Breaks thro’ a flood of giory:to the fight 
Of fome expiring faint, :and cheers his foul. 
With vifions of diiclofing heav’n.. 
Sylvia, We kneels !-— 
He kneels to me !+-how mild‘his very look-— 
How itoft each word !——are you indeed a man?-— 

Hen. 1am, {weet faint —and one whoie heart is prone 
To meit at each idea beauty prints 
On his delighted ienfe; and ture fuch beauty, 
Touch’d by the hand of harmony, adorn’d 
With mexpreflive graces, well may claim 
My lowlieit adoratiom and: my love. 

Sylvia. ‘This language all is new ;——but {till it has 
1 know not what of charming in’t, that gains 
Upon thé lifOning ear--If this be falfhood,—— 

Then falfhood can affime a pleafing look. 

Hen. Why thofe averted eyes? 

Sylvia. What would you have ?: 

Hen. Oh! if thou art as gracious,. as thou’rt fair, 
Say have you feen Conffantia? when and where, 

And how did fhe expire ? —~~ 
C3 Sylviat 
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Sylvia. Conftantia lives 
Why didft thou fay expire ?~-my mother lives, 
Lives in thefe bleft abodes. 
. Hen. Ah! gentle Sy/via, 
So I will call thee,—daughter of Conffantia, 
Oh! fly and find her out—-mean time ll eek 
Th’affl' Ged Ferdinand. 

Sylvia. What doft thou fay? —— 

Can he, can Ferdinand be here?—that falfe, 
Perfidious, barb’rous man,—can he be here? 

Hen. Heis, my fairs; nor barbarous nor falfe. 
Fortune that made him wretched, could no more. 
Anon you'll know the whole; to wafte a moment 
In conf’rence now, and longer to fufpend 
The meeting of this pair, who now in agony 
Bemoan their lot, were barbarous indeed. 

Sylvia. But may I truft him? won’t be doher harm? 

Hen. He won't, my beauteous fair. 


Sylvia. Is he like you? 
Hen. His goodnefs far tranfcends me, —— 
Syfia. Then I think 
1’ll venture to comply—let’s go together... 
Hen. Oh! I could tend thy fteps for ever; hear 
Soft accents warbling from thy vermeil lip, 
Watch thy mild-glancing eye; behold how grace, 
Whate’er you do, which ever way you bend, 


Guides each harmonious movement; but this hour 
Is friendfhip’s due; then let us inftant fly 

‘Thro’ dit’rent paths—thou to feek out Conffantia, 
And.I to find her hufband—-haply fo 

Their meeting will be {peedier—farewel] ! 

Vil bring him to this very fpot-—adieu! 

For a fhort interval adieu, my love! 
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Sylvia, Farewell ! -- another word —~ pray what’s 
your name ! 
Hen. Fair excellence, Henrico 1am call’d. 
Sy/via. Pray do not tarry long, LDH ICO. mmmne 
Hen. Why 
That pleafing charge, my {weet ? 
Sylvia. 1 cannot tell; 
But as you’re leaving me, each ftep you move; 
My {pirits fink; a melancholy gloom 
Darkens the {cene around, and I methinks 
Helplets in folitude ain left again 
To wander all alone a dreary way. 
Hen. Ob! 1 will come again, thou angel fweetnef f 
Yes, I will come, and at that lovely fhrine 
Pour out my adoration and my vows. 
Yes, I will come, to part from thee no more; 
A moment now farewell !—- [Exit 


Sylvia alone. 


Farewell !——be fure you keep your word-~He’s gone, 

And yet is with me {till—abfent I hear 

And {ee him in his abience—-({till his looks 

Beam with mild dignity, and {till his voice 

Sounds in my ear delightful-—what it means, 

This new-born fenfe, this wonderful emotion, 

Unfele till now, and mix’d of pain and joy, 

I cannot guéfs——how my heart flutters in me ! 

Pil not perplex myfelf with vain conjecture ; 

Whate’er the caufe, th’effect, I feel, is pleafing. 
[Conftantia is heard finging within the /cenes. 

Oh! heav’ns! what noile! it is my mother’s voice~— 

Again fhe pours her melancholy forth, 

As {weetly plaintive as when Philomel, 

Beneath 


Fz Ghe Desert Is .u.awea; 


Beneath fome poplar fhade, bemoans her young, 
And fitting penfive on the lonely bough, 
Her eye with forrow dimm’d, fhe tunes: her dirge,, 
Warbling the night away. while all around 
The vocal woodiand, and each hill and dale: 
Ring with her griefs harmonious-—hark !— that way 
It founds——all gracious powr’s direct: me.to her. 
[ Ext. 


A fhort fong is heard within the [cenes, then. enter 
Conftantia. 


From walk to walk, from glade to glade, o’er all 
The fea-girt ifle, o’er ev’ry mountain’s top, 
{roam from place to place ; but oh; no place 
Affords relief to me——the fun now leads 
The fultry hours, and from his burning ray 
Rach living thing retires ; yet I endure 
His fierceft rage. ‘The fever in my mind 
Heeds not external circumftance, and time 
With-holds his medicinal aid——the trees, — 
And rocks themfelves his powr’ful influence own 5. 
--All but my grief—-that each fucceeding day 
Sees in my heart frefh bleeding as at firft. 
Delay not thus, ye cruel fates, but come 
And wrap me in eternal reft.-—Till then 
Let me purfe my melancholy task. 

[Works at the infcriptions 


Enter Ferdinand. 


Ferd. Away with their ill-tim’d, officious cares 
PM none of it-—tis cruelty, not friendfhip—— 
*Tis mifery protracted, tis with art, 
Tahu- 
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Inhuman art, to lengthen out the life 
Of hiin who groans ‘1 torment--no—— they never fhall 


Compell me back toa bafe world again! 
I’ve liv’d enough-—my courfe is ended here—— 
For here Conffuntia \ies-~ye heav’nly pow’rs! 
W hat means upon yon coniecrated ground 
That vifionary form, with lifted arm 
And gleaming (teel, that teems in act to. carve 
The rugged {tone ?—— 
Conft. What is’t I hear !--a voice! 
A groan !=—from whence e--ha! 
[Seeing Ferdinand. 
Ferd. ’Tis, it is her ghoft, 
Her diicontented fhade that hovers fill 
About this place. 
Conf?. Avaunt, thou air-drawn fhape 
Of that perfidious——ah' [She faints away. 
Ferd. Leave me not thus—— 
Ol! ever gracious, ever gentle, fay——— 
Tis gone—in iullen filence gone } ——— 


Enter Henrico. 


Hen. Qaick let me find him, to his raptur’d ear 
[Laying hold of Ferdinand. 
Give the delightful tidings——ha ! 
Ferd, And thus. 
I fink at once and follow my beloved, 
(Falis into Henrico’s arms. 
Hen, He faints--He faints--the chilling dews of 
Difti thro’ every pore--my Ferdinand, [death 
Awake, arife, and hear the joyful founds 


Of happinels reftor’d-—His eyes unfold 
To 
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To feck fair day light, and now clofe again: 
As if they ficken’d at the view——— 
Ferd, For bear, 
And let me die !—— 
Hen. Conftantia lives——fhe lives. 
Once more to fold thee in her warm embrace.. 
Ferd. Vfaw her fleeting ghoit—fullen and pale 
It vanith’d from my fight——~ 
Con/?. Haunt me not thus 
Thou cruel tyrant form!—— [Coming to berfelf, 
Hen. Whence is that voice? 
Oh heav’ns— Con/fantia there !—--fhe too entranc’d 
Lies ftretch’d upon the ground 
Ferd. Where is Conftantia? 
Ob! let me fly to her embrace—~’tis the-— 
It is my wife!—it is Confiantia '—{ill, 
Obl echtaly of bli& !-—the {till furvives—— 
Conf?. ’ Tis mere illafion all ;~-the falfe creation 
Of fome deceitful dream 
Ferd. ’Tis veal al) —~ 
Again I fold her thus—the known embrace 
Hath thrili'd its wonted tran{port to my heart, 
My life, my foul, thy Ferdinand is come.. 
Conft. And com'ft thou then, inhuman as thou arty. 
Com’ft thou again to wreak thy falfhood on me? 
Ferd. By heav’n I ne’er was falte—dafh not my joys 
With thy unkind fufpicion of my love, 
While thus tran{ported far above the lot 
Of human. blifs, J prefs my lips to thine, 
Tohaling balmy fweets, and all my foul 
Runs o’er with joy, with wonder, and delight. 
Conf? Did’{t thou not meanly leave me here a prey ? 
Ferd, And can Con/dantia deem me then fo bafe? 


Can 
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Can fhe believe me fuch a vile betrayer? 

—Can’ft thou? 
Conft. On this unhofpitable thore 

Left as I was 
Ferd. Oh! mifery !—thou we'rt, 

While I was drage’d by an infidious band 

Of pirates, favage blood-hounds ! into bondage. 


But witnefs heav’n !——witnefs ye midnight hours 
_ That heard my ceafelefs groans, how her dear image 
Grew to my very heart!-—— 
Conff. And haft thou then 
Been doom’d to’flavery ? 
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Ferd. I have. : 
Conft. And groan’d 
This long, long time beneath oppreffion’s hand? 


Ferd. Wer fince thefe eyes have gaz’d delighted on 
The bitter draught of mifery was mine. { thee, 
Conf?. And wert thou true indeed ? 
Ferd. By heav’n I was. 
Conf?. And have I thenaccus’d thee ?—have I pour’d 
A thoufand {trong complaints againft thee ?—called 
High judging heav’n to witnefs to my wrongs, 
Told all thefe wilds, thefe rocks, thefe wood-crown’d 
Of injur’d truth and violated love? [hills 
Falfely I talk’d, unjuftly I complain’d. 
Of injur’d truth and violated love. 
My Ferdinand was true—again ’tis giv’n 
With his lov’d form to glad thefe eyes, to rufh 
With eager tranfport to his fond embrace, 
To cling around his neck, and growing to him a 
Pour the warm tears of rapture and of love. ; “ 
[They embrace, . 
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Enter Sylvia. 


Sylvia. 1 heard my mother’s voice —what do I fee? 
In:a man’s arms!— embracing aid embrac’d ! 

Ferd, Is that my Sy/via?—oh! it muft be fo-— 
My child, my child furvives !—furvives to take 
A raptur’d father’s blefling, and 0 erpay 
His (uff rings palt by his excefs of joy, 
This interview of mingled tears and kiffes. 
[Embraces her. 
Sylvia. How gentle his deportment too!—1 feel 
A foft attraction bind my foul to his. 

Mama, are thefe the men, whom you defcrib’d 
Inexorable, cruel, fell deceivers? --—— 

Conf. 1 was deceiv’d mylelf, my child ; for truth, 
Honour, and love, and conftancy are theirs. 
I now have proof of unexampled goodnefs. 

Sylvia. Iadeed I ftrongly thought you wrong’d ’em 
When firft Henrico met my wond’ring eyes. _ [much, 
Ferd. Heurico is my friend, my beft, Con/fantia, 

And thou hereafter fhalt know all his virtues. 
Sylvia. And fhail I know him too ? 
Hen. Thou fhalt;—and I 
Will live thy flave, if thou wilt deign to love me. 
Sylvia. Love you!—I know not what you mean by 
But if with pleafure to behold thee ; if - [love; 
To hang upon thy words ; to mourn thy ablence; 
With joy to meet again, and feel my heart 
Form new defires, and wifh it knows not what, 
If that be love—I do already love you 
I love you better than my fawn. 
Hen. How fweet 
‘The voice of innocence-—oh! thou fhalt be,— 


— My 
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My friend will {mile confent,—yes, thou fair nymph, 
Shalt be my bride - 
Sylvia. Your bride !—what’s that ? 
Hen. My wife. 
Sylvia. No, Sir, not that.--I crave your pardon 
—I beg to be excus’d—-I do not chufe [there— 


To be lefi helplefs on a defert ifland. 
Conf?. Thy father did noi leave me, Sylvia no 5 
He could not prove deliberately faife. 


His heart was unfufceptible of fraud. 


—Anon you'll know it all. 
: Hen. Mean time, my fair, 
Banith ‘i fears; and let me with this kifs 
On the white foftnels of this lovely hand, 
For ever dedicate my heart. 
Sylvia, Ob! heav'ns! 
What muft I do, Mama? 
Conf?. Requite his love 


With fair return of thine, —— 
Sylvia. Mut I do fo! 
ae appears not undelightful—yes ; 


To thee I can refign myfelf—but tell me; 

a thou ne er leave me? wilt thou ever here 

Fix thy abode ? 
Hen. No ;--we ll convey thee hence, 

To the foft influence of a milder clime: 

There, like a flow’r tran{planted, thou fhalt flourifh, 

And ne’er regret this warmer fouthern sky, 

But thrive and ripen, to the wond’ring world 


Unfolding all thy {weets to higher bloom. | 

Sylvia. What Bae is thai ?~-and whither will ye ie 
bear me ? 

Ferd. Tothy dear native foil--to England, love.—~ 

D Sylvias 
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Syluia. To England; 
fien. Yes\ the land of beauteous dames : 
‘Mongft whom thy matchlefs excellence thall thine 
With undiminith’d radiance, and exert 
It’s gentle pow’r, by innocence endear’d, 
By virtue heighten’d, and by modeft truth 
Attemper’d to fuch fweetnels, that each faiy 
With vnrepining heart, and glad confent 
Shall own thy rival claim; and ev ry youth 
‘Touch’d by the graces of thy native beauty, 

Shall join to make thy form the public care, 
Sylvia. I cannot quit this ifland ;—cannot leave 
Thefe woods, 'thefe lawns, thefe hills aud deep’ ning 

vales, 

Thefe ftreams oft-vifited, each well-known haunt 
Where hand in hand with innocence I’ve ftray’d, 
And tafted joys ferene asin the air, 
That pants upon yon trembling leaves, 

Ferd, Such joys 
For thee fhall bloffom in thy native land, 
And new delights arife —There cultur’d fields 
Wave with the golden harveft; commerce pours 
Each delicacy forth; there {tately domes 
Attract the wond’ring eye; there°cities {warm 
With bufy throngs intenfe, and {miles around 
#\ fcene of active, cheerful, focial life. 
Thither (ll lead thee, fweet, 


Sy/via- And yet my heart 
Mifgives me much :——does not contention there, 
And civil difcord render life a fcene 
OF care, and ioil, and ftrugele ?——-does not war 
From foreign nations oft invade the land, 

With all his train of mifery and death? 
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Ferd. ‘Thy lovely fears are groundle{s-—ours the 


Where inward peace diffufes {miles around, land 


And {catters wide her bleffings--there a king, -——= 
(My friend comes later thence, and tells me all) 
There reigns a happy venerable king, 
Difpenfing juftice and maintaining laws 
That bind alike his people and him(elf. 
From that {cource liberty and ev'ry claim 
A free-born people boatt, ffow equal ol 
And harmonize the fate; while in the eve 
And calm decline ef life our monarch fees 
A royal grandfon ftill to higher luftre 
Each day expanding ; emulous to trace 
His grandfire’s fleps, to copy out his actions; 
And bid the ray of freedom onward ftretch 
To ages yet unborn. 

Sylvia. And do the people 
Know their own happinefs? 

Ferd, They do, my {weet: 
Pleas’d they behold their native rights fecur’d ; 
Their commerce guarded, and the ufeful arts, 
That raife, that feften, and embellifh life, 
All to perfedtion rifing. With a fenfe 
Of their own blefling touch’d, with one confent 
They pour their treafures, and exhault their blood 
In their king’s righteous caufe ; and A/bion thus 
Raifes her envied head; thus ev’ry threat 
Of foreign force, each menace of invafion 
From a vain, vanquifh’d, difappointed foe, 
Like broken billows on her craggy cliffs, 
Shall murmur at her feet in vain.—_—— 

Sylvia. Methinks 
I long to fee this place, —————— 
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Ferd, My Sylvia, yes, 
Thou fhalt return——propitious gales invite—— 
Come then, Conflantia-—oh! what mix’d emotions 
Heave in this bofom at the fight of thee ?— 
Conft. I too run o’er with ecftacy of joy, 
And tears muft {peak my happineis.~-I long 
To utter all my fond, fond thoughts ;-—io tell 
The {tory of my woes, and hear of thine; 
While at each word our hearts fhall melt within us, 
And thrill with grief, with tendernefs, and love 
Ferd. The tale fhall ferve us in our fature. hours. 
Of tender intercourfe, to fweeten pain,s 
To calm adverfity, and teach our fouls 
To bend in love, in gratitude, and praife 
To the All-good on high, who thus befriends 
The caufe of innocence ; who thus rewards 
Our fuffering conftancy; whofe hand, tho’ flow, 
Thus leads to rapture thro’ a train of woe, 
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y Hirst fome affect the fun, and 
fome the fhade, 


Some flee the city, fome the hermi- 


tage 5 
Their. aims as various, as the roads they take 
In journeying thro’ life; —the tafk be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the Zomd ; 
Th’ appointed place of rendezvous, where all 
Thy fuccours I implore, 


Thefe travellers meet. 
Eternal King ! whofe potent arm fuftains 
A 2 The 
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The keys of hell and death-——Tue Grave, 
dread thing ! 

Men fhiver, when thou’rt nam’d: ‘Nature appall’d 

Ah! how dark 


Shakes off her wonted firmnefs. 

Thy long-extended realms, and rueful waftes ! 

Where nought but Silence reigns, and Night, dark 
Night, 

Dark as was Chaos, ere the infant Sun 


Was roll’d together, or had try’d his beams 


Athwart the gloom profound. The fickly taper, 
By glimmering thro’ thy low-brow’d mifty vaults, 
(Furr’d round with mouldy damps, and ropy flime,) 
Lets fall a fupernumerary horror, 

And only ferves to make thy night more irkfome. 
Well do I know thee by thy trufty Yew, 

Chearlefs, unfocial plant; that loves to dwell 
*Midft {culls and coffins, epitaphs and worms: 
‘Where light-heel’d ghofts, and vifionary fhades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 


Embody’d, thick, perform their myftic rounds. 


No other merriment, dull tree, is thine. 


aii: Ga: 


See yonder hallow’d Fane; —the pious work 

Of names once fam’d, now dubious or forgot, 

And bury’d ’midft the wreck of things which were: 

There lie interr’d the more illuftrious dead. 

The wind is up: hark ! how it howls! Methinks 

Till now I never heard a found fo dreary: 

Doors creak, and windows clap, and night’s foul 
bird 

Rook’d in the fpire, {creams loud: the gloomy ifles 

Black-plaifter’d, and bung round with fhreds of 
*{cutcheons 

And tatter’d coats of arms, fend back the found 

Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults 

The manfions of the dead.— _Rous’d from their 
{lumbers, 

In grim Array the grifly fpedtres rife, 

Grin horrible, and obftinately fullen 

Pafs and repafs, hufh’d as the foot of Night. 

Again the fereech-owl fhrieks: ungracious found 


V'll hear no more, it makes one’s blood run chill. 


Quite round the pile, a row of reverend elms, 
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(Cozeval near with that,) all ragged fhew 


Long lafh’d by the rude winds. Some rift half down 
Their branchlefs trunks: others fo thin a top, 
That fearce two crows can lodge in the fame tree. 
Strange things, the neighbours fay, have happen’d 
here : 
Wild fhrieks have iffu’d from the hollow tombs ; 
Dead men have come again, and walk’d about ; 
And the great bell has toll’d, unrung, untouch’d, 
(Such tales their chear, at Wake or Gofliping, 


When it draws near to witching time of night.) 


Oft, in the lone church-yard at night I’ve feen 
By glimpfe of moon- fhine, chequering thro’ the trees, 
The fchool-boy with his fatchel in his hand, 
Whittling aloud to bear his courage up, 

And lightly tripping o’er the long flat {tones, 
CWith nettles fkirted, and with mofs o’ergrown,) 
That tell in homely phrafe who lie below. 

Sudden he ftarts, and hears, or thinks he hears 
The found of fomething purring at his heels: 

Full falt he flies, and dares not look behind him, 
Till 
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Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows 3 

Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 

Of horrid Apparition, tall and ghaftly, 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his ftand 
O’er fome new-open’d grave ; and (ftrange to tell!) 


Evanifhes at crowing of the cock. 


The new-made Widow too, I’ve fometimes *{py’d, 
Sad fight! flow moving o’er the proftrate dead 2 
Liftlefs, fhe crawls along in deleful black, 
Whilf burfts of forrow gufh from either eye, 
Faft failing down her now untafted cheek. 
Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 
She drops; whilft bufy meddling Memory, 

In barbarous fucceffion, mutters up 

The paft endearments of their fofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, ftill fhe thinks 
She fees him, and indulging the fond thought, 
Clings yet more clofely to the fenfelefs turf, 


Nor heeds the paffenger who looks that way. 


Invidious Grave—how doft thou rend in funder 
Whom 
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Whom Love has knit, and Sympathy made one? 


A tie more {tubborn far than Nature’s band. 
Friendfhip! mayfterious cement of the foul ; 
Sweetner of life, and folder of fociety ; 

T owe thee much. ‘Thou haft deferv’d from me, 
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 

Oit have I prov’d the labours of thy love, 

And the warm efforts of the gentle heart, 
Anxious to pleafe-— Oh! when my friend and I 
In {ome thick wood have wander’d beedlefs on, 
Hid from the vulgar eye; and fat us down 
Upon the floping cowflip-cover’d bank, 

Where the pure limpid ftream has flid along 
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In grateful errors thro’ the under-wood, 


Sweet-murmuring: methought the fhrill-tongu’d 
Thrufh 

Mended his fong of love; the footy Black-bird 

Mellow’d his pipe, and foften’d ev’ry note: 

The Eglantine fimell’d fweeter, and the Rofe 

Affum*d a dye more deep; whilft ev’ry flower 

Vy’d with its fellow-plant in luxury 

Of drefs.-——-Oh!_ then, the longeft fummer’s day 


Seem’d 
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Seem’d too too much in hafte: ftill the full heare 
Had not imparted half: ’Twas happinefs 
Too exquifite to laft. Of joys departed 


Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 


Dull Grave—thou fpoil’ft the dance of youthful 
blood, 

Strik’{t out the dimple from the cheek of Mirth, 
And ev’ry fmirking feature from the face ; 
Branding our /aughter with the name of madne/;, 
Where are the Feffers now? the men of health 
Complexionally pleafant ? Where the Dro/l 
Whofe ev’ry look and gefture was a joke 
To clapping theatres and fhouting crouds, 
And made even thick-lip’d mufing Melancholy 
To gather up her face into a {mile 
Before fhe was aware? Ah! fullen now, 


And dumb, as the green turf that covers them, 


Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 
The Roman Cafars, and the Grecian Chiefs, 
The boaft of ftory? Where the hot-brain’d youth ? 
B Whe 
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Who the Zara at his pleafure tore 


From Kings of all the then difcover’d globe; 
And cry’d, forfooth, becaufe his arm was hamper’d, 
And had not room enough to do its work ? 
Alas! how flim, difhonourably flim, 

And cramm’d into a fpace we blufh to name! 
Proud Royalty ! how alter’d in thy looks ! 

How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue ! 
Son of the morning! whither art thou gone? 
Where haft thou hid thy many-fpangled head, 
And the majeftic menace of thine eyes 

Felt from afar? Pliant and powerlefs now, 
Like new-born infant wound up in his fwathes, 
Or victim tumbled flat upon its back, 

That throbs beneath the facrificer’s knife, 

Mute, muft thou bear the ftrife of little tongues, 
And coward infults of the bafe-born croud ; 
That grudge a privilege, thou never had{t, 

But only hop’d for in the peaceful Grave, 

Of being unmolefted and alone. 

Arabia's gams and odoriferous drugs, 


And honours by the Heralds duly paid 
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In mode and form, ev’n to a very f{cruple; 

Oh cruel /rony ! Thefe come too late ; 

And only mock, whom they were meant to honour. 
Surely there’s not a dungeon-flave, that’s bury’d 
In the high-way, unfhrouded and uncoffin’d, 

But lies as foft, and fleeps as found as he. 

Sorry Pre-eminence of high defcent 


Above the vulgar born, to rot in ftate. 


But fee! the well-plum’d Her/e comes nodding on 
Stately and flow; and properly attended 
By the whole fable tribe, that painful watch 
The fick man’s door, and live upon the dead, 
By letting out their perfons by the hour, 
To mimic forrow, when the heart’s not fad, 
How rich the trappings! now they’re all unfurl’d, 
And glittering in the fun; triumphant entries 
Of Conquerors, and Coronation-pomps, 
In glory f{carce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard th’ unwieldy fhow ; whilft from the cafements 
And houfes tops, ranks behind ranks clofe wedg’d 
Hang bellying o’er. But tell us, why this wafte ? 
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Why this ado in earthing up a Carcafe 
That’s fall’n into difgrace, and in the noftril 
Smells horrible >——Ye Undertakers tell us, 
*Midft all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 
Why is the principal conceal’d, for which 
You make this mighty ftir ?—’Tis wifely done : 
‘What would offend the eye in a good picture, 


The painter cafts difcreetly into fhades. 


Proud Lineage, now how little thou appear’ft 
Below the envy of the private man. 
Honour, that meddlefome officious ill, 
Purfues thee ev’n to death; nor there flops fhort. 
Strange perfecution! when the Grave itfelf 


Is no protection from rude fufferance. 


Abfurd to think to over-reach the Grave, 
And from the wreck of names to refcue ours. 
The beft concerted fchemes men lay for fame 
Die faft away: only themfelves die fafter. 
The far-fam’d Sculptor, and the laurell’d Bard, 
Thofe bold infurancers of deathlefs fame, 
Supply 


Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 
The tapering Pyramid, th’ Egyptian’s pride 
And wonder of the world; whofe fpiky top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and Jong out-liv’d 
The angry fhaking of the winter’s ftorm: 
Yet fpent at laft by th’ injuries of heaven, 
Shatter’d with age, and furrow’d o’er with years, 
The myftic cone with hieroglyphics crufted, 
At once gives way. Oh! lamentable fight : 
The labour of whole ages, lumbers down, 
A hideous and mifhapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wreftle but in vain 
With all-fubduing Time: her cank’ring hand 
With calm deliberate malice wafteth them : 
Worn on the edge of days the brafs confumes, 
The bufto mouldets, and the deep-cut marble 
Untteady to the fteel, gives up its charge. 
Ambition half convicted of her folly, 


Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 


Here all the mighty Troublers of the earth, 


Who fwam to fov’reign rule thro’ feas of blood ; 


aye 


Th’ op- 
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Th’ oppreflive, fturdy, man-deftroying Villains, 
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Who ravag’d kingdoms and laid empires watte, 
And in a cruel wantonnefs of power 

Thinn’d flates of half their people, and gave up 
‘To want, the reft: now, like a ftorm that’s {pent, 
Lie hufh’d, and meanly {neak behind the covert. 
Vain thought! to hide them from the general {corn, 


‘That haunts, and doggs them like an injur’d ghoft 


Implacable. 


Here too the petty Tyrant, 

Whole fcant domains Geographer ne’er notic’d, 
And well for neighbouring grounds, of armas {hort ; 
Who fix’d his iron talons on the poor, 

And grip’d them like fome lordly beaft of prey ; 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing Hunger, 
And piteous plaintive voice of Mifery : 

(As if a Slave was not a fhred of nature, 

Of the fame common nature with his Lord): 

Now tame and humble, like a child th 


Shakes hands with duft, and calls the worm his 


at’s whipp’d, 


kinfman ; 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. —Under ground 


Precedency’s 
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Precedency’s a je; Vaffal and Lord 
Grofsly familiar, fide by fide confume. 


Vhen felf-efteem, or others adulation, 
Would cunningly perfuade us we were fomething 
Above the common level of our kind ; 
TheGrave gainfays the {mooth-complexion’d flatt’ry, 


And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are, 


\. Beauty —thou pretty play-thing, dear deceit, 
That fteals fo foftly o’er the {lripling’s heart, 
And gives it a new pulfe, unknown before, 
The Grave difcred 


Thy rofes faded, and thy lilies foil’d, 


its thee: thy charms expung’d, 


What haft thou more to boaft of ? Will thy Lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage? 
Methinks I fee thee with thy head low laid, 

Whilft farfeited upon thy damafk cheek 

The high-fed Worm, in lazy volumes roll’d, 

Riots unfcar’d.—For this, was all thy caution ? 
For this, thy painful labours at thy glafs ? 

T’ improve thofe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For 
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For which the fpoiler thanks thee not. Foul feeder, 
Coarfe fare and carrion pleafe thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a relifh on the fenfe. 

Look how the fair one weeps! —the confcious tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flow’rs : 
Honeft effufion! the fwoln heart in vain 


Works hard to put a glofs on its diftrefs. 


Strength too—thou furly, and lefs gentle boalt 
Of thofe that laugh loud at the village-ring : 
A fit of common ficknefs pulls thee down 
With greater eafe, than e’er thou didft the ftripling, 
That rafhly dar’d thee to th’ unequal fight, 
What groan was that I heard?—Deep groan indeed! 
With anguifh heavy laden; let me trace it; 
From yonder bed it comes, where the {trong man, 
By ftronger arm belabour’d, gafps for breath, 
Like a hard-hunted beaft. How his great heart 
Beats thick! his roomy cheft by far too fcant 
To give the lungs full play.——-What now avail 
The flrong-built finewy limbs, and well-fpread 

fhoulders ? 


See ! 
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See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Mad with his pain !——Eager he catches hold 
Of what comes next to hand, and grafps it hard, 
Juft like a creature drowning ; hideous fight! 
Oh! how his eyes {tand out, and ftare full ghaftly ! 
Whilft the diftemper’s rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow crofs his bowels, 
And drinks his marrow up.—Heard you that groan? 
It was his laft.——See how the great Goliah, 
Juft like a child that brawl’d itfelf to reit, 
Lies ftill. 


What mean’{t thou then, O mighty 
Boatter, 

To vaunt of nerves of thine ?, What means the Bull, 

Unconfcions of his ftrength, to play the coward, 

And flee before a feeble thing like man; 

That knowing well the flacknefs of his arm, 


Truits only in the well-invented knife ? 


With /fudy pale, and midnight vigils f{pent, 
The ftar-furveying Sage, clofe to his eye 
Applies the fight-invigorating Tube ; 
And travelling thro’ the boundlefs length of fpace, 
Cc Marks 
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Marks well the courfes of the far-feen orbs, 

That roll with regular confufion there, 

In ecftafy of thought. But ah! proud Man, 
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head : 
Soon, very foon, thy firmeft footing fails ; 

And down thou dropp’ft into that darkfome place, 


Where nor device, nor knowledge ever came. 


Here the Tongue-Warrior lies, difabled now, 
Difarm’d, difhonour’d, like a wretch that’s gago’d, 
And cannot tell his ail to paffers by. 

Great man of language,— whence this mighty change ? 
This dumb defpair, and drooping of the head? 
Tho’ {trong Perfuafion hung upon thy lip, 

And fly Infinuation’s fofter arts 

In ambufh lay about thy flowing Tongue ; 

Alas! how chop-fall’n now? Thick mifts and filence 
Reft, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaft 
Unceafing. Ah! where is the lifted arm, 

The {trength of ation, and the force of words, 
The well-turn’d period, and the well-tun’d voice, 


With all the leffer ornaments of Phrafe? 
Ah! 
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Ah! fled for ever, as they ne’er had been, 
Raz’d from the book of Fame: or more provoking; 
Perchance fome hackney. hunger-bitten Scribbler 
Infults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narrative, or duller rhimes, 
With heavy halting pace that drawl along 5 
Enough to roufe a dead man into rage, 


And warm with red Refentment the wan Cheek, 


Here the great mafters of the Healing-art, 
Thefe mighty mock-defrauders of the Tom, 
Spite of their Fuleps and Catholicons 
Refign to Fates——Proud 4i/culapius’ fon! 

Where are thy boafted implements of Art, 

And all thy well-cramm’d magazines of Health ? 
Nor Hill, nor Vale, as far as fhip could go, 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottom’d Brook, 
Efcap’d thy rifling hand :— from {tubborn fhrubs 
Thou wrung’ft their fhy-retiring Virtues out, 
And vex’d them in the fire: nor fly, nor infect, 
Nor writhy fnake, efcap’d thy deep refearch. 

But why this apparatus ? why this coft? 

C 
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Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the Grave, 
Where are thy Recipe’s and Cordials now, 
With the long lift of vouchers for thy cures ? 
Alas! thou fpeakeft not.——The bold impoftor 


Looks not more filly, when the cheat’s found out. 


Here the lank-fided Mi/fer, worft of felons, 
Who meanly ftole, (difcreditable fhift,) 
From back, and belly too, their proper cheer; 
Eas’d of a tax, it irk’d the wretch to pay 
To his own carcafe; now lies cheaply lodg’d, 
By clam’rous Appetites no longer teaz’d, 
Nor tedious Bills of charges and repairs. 
But ah! where are his rents, his comings-in ? 
Ay! now you’ve made the rich man poor indeed. 
Robl'd of his Gods, what has he left behind? 
Oh! curfed luft of Gold; when for thy fake, 
The fool throws up his Int’reft in both Worlds : 


Firft ftarv’d in this, then damn’d in that to come. 


How fhocking muft thy fummons be, O Death! 


‘To him that is at eafe in his poffeffions ; 


Who 
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Who counting on long years of pleafure here, 


Ts quite unfornifh’d for that world to come? 
In that dread moment, how the frantic Soul 
Raves round the walls of her clay Tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and fhrieks for help, 

' ~—- But fhrieks in vain ! —How wifhfully the looks 
On all fhe’s leaving, now no longer her’s! 
A little longer, yet a little longer. 
Oh! might fhe flay, to wath away her flains, 
And fit her for her paffage.-—-Mournful fight! 
Her very eyes weep blood ; — and every Groan 
She heaves is big with horror.——But the Foe, 
Like a ftanch murd’rer, fleady to his purpofe, 
Purfues her clofe through ev’ry lane of Life, 
Nor miffes once the track, but preffes on 3 
Till forc’d at laft to the tremendous Verge, 


At once he finks to everlafting ruin. 


Sure ’tis a ferious thing to die? My foul, 
What a ftrange moment muft it be, when near 
, = 5) v ° = 2 
Thy journey’s end, thou halt the gulf in view! 


That awfol gulf, no mortal e’er repafs’d 
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To tell what’s doing on the other fide. 

Nature runs back, and fhudders at the fight, 

And every life-{tring bleeds at thoughts of parting ; 
For part they muft: Body and Sou/ muft part ; 
Fond couple; link’d more clofe than wedded pair. 
This, wings its way to its almighty Source, 

The Witnefs of its a¢tions, now its Judge ; 

That, drops into the dark and noifome Grave, 


Like a difabled pitcher of no ufe. 


If Death was nothing, and nought after death s 
If when men dy’d, at once they ceas’d to be, | 
Returning to the barren womb of Nothing, 

Whence firft they fprung; then might the Debauchee 

Untrembling mouth the Heavens :—Then might the 
Drunkard 

Reel over his full bowl, and when ’tis drain’d, 

Fill up another to the brim, and laugh 

At the poor bugbear Death :—Then might the Wretch 

That's weary of the world, and tir’d of life, 

At once give each inquietude the flip, 

By ftealing out of being, when he pleas’d, 


And 
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And by what way; whether by hemp, or feel. 
Death's thoufand doors {tand open.—Who could force 
The ill-pleas’d gueft to fit out his full time, 


Sure he does well, 


Or blame him if he goes? 
That helps himfelf, as timely as he can, 
When able.—But if there is an Hereafter, 
And that there is, Confcience, uninfluenc’d 
And fuffer’d to fpeak out, tells ev’ry man ; 
Then muft it be an awfal thing to de: 
More horrid yet, to die by one’s own hand. 
Self-murder !—name it not: our ifland’s fhame : 
That makes her the reproach of neighbouring {tates. 
Shall Nature, fwerving from her earlieft dictate 
Self-prefervation, fall by her own act? 


Forbid it Heaven !—— Let not, upon difgult 
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The fhainelefs hand be foully crimfon’d o'er 


With blood of its own lord.——Dreadful attempt ! 
Juft reeking from felf-flaughter, in a rage 
To rufh into the prefence of our Judge; 


As if we challeng’d him to do his wort, 


And matter’d not his wrath.-—Unheard-of tortures 


Mult be refery’d for fuch: thefe herd together ; 
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The common Damn’d fhun their fociety, 
And look upon themfelves as Fiends lefs foul. 
Our time is fix’d, and all our days are number’d ; 
How long, how fhort, we know not :—this we know, 
Duty requires we calmly wait the fummons, 
Nor dare to ftir till Heav’n fhall give permiffion : 
Like Centries that muft keep their deftin’d ftand, 
And wait th’ appointed hour, till they’re réliev’d. 
Thofe only are the Brave, that keep their ground, 
And keep it to the laft. To run away, 
Is but a coward’s trick: to run away 
From this world’s ills, that at the very wort 
Will foon blow o’er, thinking to mend ourfelves 
By boldly vent’ring on a world unknown, 
And plunging headlong in the dark 3—tis mad: 


No frenzy half fo defperate as this. 


Tell us, ye Dead; will none of you, in pity 
To thofe you left behind, difclofe the fecret ? 
Oh! that fome courteous ghoft would blab it out: 
What ’tis you are, and we mutt fhortly be. 

’ 


I’ve heard, that fouls departed, have fometimes 


Forewarn’d 


To knock, and give the alarm.——But what means 
This {tinted charity? —~’Tis but lame kindnefs 
That does its work by halves. —Why might you not 
Tell us what ’tis to die?—Do the ftrict laws 

Of your fociety forbid your {peaking 

Upon a point fomice >—I'll afk no more: 

Sullen, like lamps in fepulchres, your fhine 
Enlightens but yourfelves. Well,—’tis no matter 5 
A very little time: will clear up all, 


And make us learn’d as you are, and as clofe. 


Death’s foafts fly thick :—Here falls the Village- 
fwain, 

And there his pamper’d Lord.—The cup goes round 3 
And who fo artful as to put it by? 
Tis long fince Death had the majority ; 
Yet ftrangé! the Living lay it not to heart. 
See yonder maker of the dead man’s bed, 
The Sexton, hoary-headed chronicle, 
Of hard unmeariing face, down which ne’er ftole 
A gentle Tear; with mattoc in his hand 
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Forewarn’d men of their death: —’ Twas kindly done 
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Digs through whole rows of Kindred and Acquaint- 
ance, 

By far his Juniors.——Scarce a fcull’s caft up, 

But well he knew its Owner, and can tell 

Some paflage of his life-——Thus hand in hand 

The fot has walk’d with Death twice twenty years ; 

And yet, ne’er Yonker on the green laughs louder, 

Or clubs a fimuttier tale: —When Drunkards meet, 

None fings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 

More willing to his cup.——Poor wretch! he minds 
not, 

That foon fome trufly Brother of the trade 


Shall do for him what he has done for thoufands. 


On this fide, and on that, men fee their friends 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn; yet lanch out 
Into fantaltic {chemes, which the long Livers 
in the world’s hale and undegenerate days, 

Could fcarce have leifure for.—Fools that we are, 
Never to think of Death and of our/elves 

At the fame time: as if to learn to de 

Were no concern of ours—Oh! more than fottith, 
For 
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For creatures of a Day in gamefome mood, 

To frolic on Eternity’s dread brink 
Unapprehenfive ; when, for ought we know, 
The very firft fwoln Surge fhall fweep us in. 
Think we, or think we not, Time hurries on 
With a refiftlefs unremitting ftream ; 

Yet treads more foft than e’er did midnight-thief, 
That flides his hand under the Mifer’s pillow, 


-What is this World ? 


And carries off his prize. 
What? but a {pacious durial-field unwall’d, 

Strew’d with Death’s fpoils, the fpoils of animals 
Savage and tame, and full of dead mens bones. 
The very turf on which we tread, once liv’d: 

And we that live muft lend our carcafes 

To cover our own offspring : —In their turns 
They too muft cover theirs. —Tis Aere all meet: 
The fhiv’ring Ice/ander, and fun-burnt Moor ; 

Men of all climes, that never met before ; 

And of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, and Chriflian. 
Here the proud Prince, and Favourite yet prouder, 
His Sov’reign’s keeper, and the People’s {courge, 


Here tie abafh’d 


Are huddled ont of fight. 
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The great Negotiators of the earth, 


And celebrated /a/lers of the balance, 

Deep read in ftratagems, and wiles of courts. 

Now vain their Zreaty-/kill :—Death {corns to treat. 

ffere the o’erloaded Slave flings down his burden 

From his gall’d fhoulders ;—-and when the cruel 
Tyrant, 

With all his guards and tools of pow’r about him, 

Is meditating new unheard-of hardfhips, 

Mocks his fhort arm;—and quick as thought, efcapes, 

Where Tyrants vex not, and the Weary reft. 

Here the warm Lover, leaving the cool fhade, 

The tell-tale Echo, and the babbling ftream, 

(Time cut of mind the favo’rite feats of Love,) 

Faft by his gentle Miftrefs lays him down 


Unblafied by f oul tongue, 


ere friends and foes 
Lie clofe; unmindful of their former feuds. 

The lawn-rob’d Pre/ate, and plain Prefyter, 

E’er while that ftood aloof, as fhy to meet, 
Familiar mingle ere, like fifter-ftreams 

That fome rude interpofing rock had fplit. 

Here is the large-limb’d Pea/ant :— Here the Child 
Of 
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Of a fpan long, that never faw the fun, 

Nor prefs’d the nipple, ftrangled in Life’s porch. 
ere is the Mother with her fons and daughters ; 

The barren Wife; and long-demurring Maid, 

‘Whofe lonely unappropriated fweets 

Smil’d like yon knot of cowflips on the cliff, 

Not to be come at by the willing hand. 

Here are the Prude fevere, and gay Coquet, 

The fober Widow, and the young green Virgin, 

Cropp’d like a rofe, before ’tis fully blown, 

Or half its worth difclos’d.—-Strange medley here! 

Here garrulous O/d Age winds up his tale; 

And jovial Youth of lightfome vacant heart, 

Whofe ev’ry day was made of melody, 


Hears not the voice of mirth: — The fhrill-tongu’d 


Meck as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 

Here are the wife, the generous, and the brave; 
The juft, the good, the worthlefs, the profane, 
The downright clown, and perfeétly well-bred ; 
The fool, the churl, the fcoundrel, and the mean, 
The fupple flatefman, and the patriot ftern ; 


The 
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The wrecks of Nations, and the fpoils of Time, 


With all the lumber of fix thoufand years. 


Poor Man !—how happy once in thy fir/? ffate! 

When yet but warm from thy great Maker’s hand, 
He flamp’d thee with his image, and well pleas’d 
Smil’d on his laft fair work.——Then all was well. 
Sound was the Body, and the Sou! ferene; 
Like two {weet inftruments, ne’er out of tune, 
That play their feveral parts. —Nor head, nor heart, 
Offer’d to ache :— Nor was there eaufe they fhould ; 
For all was pure within : —No fell remorfe, 
Nor anxious caftings-up of what might be, 
Alarm’d his peaceful bofom : —Summer feas 
Shew not more fmooth, when kifs’d by fouthern 

winds 

Jolt ready to expire.——Scarce importun’d, 
The generous foil, with a luxurious hand, 
Offer’d the various produce of the year, 
And ev’ry thing moft perfect in its kind. 
Blefled! thrice bleffed days!—But ah! how fhort! 
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But fugitive like thofe, and quickly gone. 

h! flipp’ry ftate of things.— What fudden turns? 
What ftrange viciflitudes, in the firft leaf 
Of man’s fad hiftory?—-To-day moft happy, 
And ere to-morrow’s fun has fet, moft abject. 
How {cant the fpace between thefe vaft extremes! 
Thus far’d it with our Sire: — Not long lv enjoy’d 
His pa \— Scarce had the happy tenant 
Of the fair crt, due time to prove its {weets, 
Or fam them up; when {trait he muft be gone, 
Ne’er to return again. ——And mult he go? 
Can nought compound for the firft dire offenc 
Of erring man? — Like one that is pas Aes 
Fain would he trifle time with idle talk, 


But ’tis in vain. 


And parley with his fate. 


Not all the lavith odours of the place 


Offer’d in incenfe can procure his pardon, 

Or mitigate his doom.——A mighty Angel 

With flaming fword forbids his longer flay, 
And drives the loiterer forth ; nor muft he take 


One laft and farewel round.——At once he Loft 
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And forely maim’d, no wonder.— Man has finn’d. 
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Sick of his blifs, and bent on new adventures, 
Evil he would needs try: Nor try’d in vain, 
(Dreadful experiment! deftructive meafure! 
Where the worft thing could happen, is fuccefs.) 
Alas! too well he fped: —The Good he fcorn’d, 
Stalk’d off reluctant, like an ill-us’d ghoft, 

Not to return; — or if it did, its vifits 

Like thofe of Angels, fhort and far between: 
Whilft the black Demon with his hell-’{cap’d Train, 
Admitted once into its better room, 

Grew-loud and mutinous, nor would be gone; 
Lording it o’er the (Zan; who now too late 

Saw the rafh error, which he could not mend: 
An error fatal not to him alone, 

But to his future fons, his fortune’s heirs. 
Inglorious bondage! —Human nature grones 
Beneath a vaflalage fo vile and cruel, 


And its vaft body bleeds through ev’ry vein. 


What havock haft thou made, foul monfter, Six/ 
Greatelt and firft of Ills.——-The fruitful parent 
Of 
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Of Woes of all dimenfions !——But for thee 
Sorrow had never been.—All-noxious Thing, 
Of vileft nature !— Other forts of Evils 

Are kindly circumfcrib’d, and have their bounds, 
The fierce Volcano, from his burning entrails 
That belches molten Stone and globes of Fire, 
Involvy’d in pitchy clouds of {moke and ftench, 
Marrs the adjacent fields, for fome leagues round, 
And there it ftops. —The big-fwoln Lnundation, 
Of mifchief more diffufive, raving loud, 

Buries whole tracks of country, threat’ning more; 
But that too has its Shore it cannot pafs. 

More dreadful far than thefe! Siz has laid wafte, 
Not here and there a country, bat a World: 
Difpatching at a wide-extended blow 

Entire mankind; and for their fakes defacing 

A whole Creation’s beauty with rude hands ; 
Blafting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 
And marking all along its way with ruin. 
Accurfed Thing!—Oh! where fhall Fancy find 
A proper name to call thee by, expreflive 

Of all thy horrors?— Pregnant womb of Ills! 
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Of Tefiper fo tranfcendently malign, 
That Toads and Serpents of moft deadly kind, 
Compar’d to thee, are harmlefs.— Sicknefles 
Of ev’ry fize and fymptom, racking pains, 
And blueft plagues, are thine.—See how the fiend 
Profufely fcatters the contagion round! 
Whilft deep-mouth’d Slaughter, bellowing at her heels, 
Wades deep in blood new-fpilt; yet for to-morrow 
Shapes ovit new work of great uncommon daring, 


And inly pines till the dread blow is isd 


ld ve gone too far; too much difcover’d 
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My Father’s nakednefs, and Nature’s fhame. 
Here let me paufe, and drop an honeft Tear, 
One burft of filial duty and condolence, 


O’er all thofe ample defarts Death hath fpread 
pread, 


bsiUsr 


This Chaos of mankind. ——O preat Man-eater! 
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Epicure! without a ellow! 


{t G/uttons do not always cram ; 
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Some intervals of abftinence are fought 


To edge the Appetite: Thou feekeft none. 
Methinks 
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Methinks the countlefs {warms thou haft devour’d, 
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And thoufands that each hour thou gobbleft up ; 
This, lefs than this, might gorge thee to the full. 
But ah! rapacious ftill, thou gap’{t for more: 
Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals, 
On whom lank Hunger lays her fkinny hand, 
And whets to keeneft eagernefs his cravings. 
(As if difeafes, maffacres, and poifon, 


Famine, and war, were not thy Caterers.) 


But know, that thou muft render up thy Dead, 
And with high Int’reft too — They are not thine; 
But only in thy keeping for a feafon, 

Till the great promis’d day of Reftitution ; 

When loud diffufive found from brazen trump 

Of ftrong-lung’d Cherub, fhall alarm thy Captives, 
And roufe the long, long fleepers into life, 
Day-light, and liberty. ———— 

Then mutt thy Gates fly open, and reveal 

The mines that lay long forming under ground, 

In their dark cells immur’d; but now full ripe, 
And pure as filver from the crucible, 
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‘That twice has f{tood the torture of the fire 
And inquifition of the forge.—We know, 
Tl’ illuftrious Deliverer of mankind, 
Tue Son oF GOD, thee foil’d.—Him in'thy pow’r 
Thou could’ft not hold : — felf-vigorous he rofe, 
And, thaking off thy fetters, foon retook 
Thofe fpoils his voluntary yielding lent : 
(Sure pledge of our releafement from thy thrall!) 
Twice twenty days he fojourn’d here on earth, 
And fhew’d himfelf alive to chofen Witneffes, 
By proofs fo ftrong, that the moft flow affenting 
Had not a {cruple left.——This having done, 
He mounted up to heav’n.——Methinks I fee him 
Climb the aerial heights, and glide along 
' Athwart the fevering clouds: But the faint eye, 
Flung backwards in the chace, foon drops its hold; 
Difabled quite, and jaded with purfuing. 
Heaven’s portals wide expand to Jet him in ; 
Nor are his friends fhut out: As fome great Prince 
Not for himfelf alone procures admiffion, 
But for his train :—It was his Royal will, 

(hat where he is, there fhould his followers be. 


Death 
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Death only lies between. —A gloomy path! 
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears : 
But nor untrod, nor tedious: The fatigue 
Will foon go off.—Befides there’s no by-road 

To blifs.—Then why, like ill-condition’d children, 
Start we at tranfient hardfhips in the way 

That leads to purer air, and fofter fkies, 

And a ne’er-fetting fun? —— Fools that we are! 
We with to be, where Sweets unwith’ring, bloom; 
But {trait our wih revoke, and will not go. 

So have I feen, upon a fummer’s ev’n, 

Faft by the riv'let’s brink, a Youngfter play: 

How wifhfully he looks to {tem the tide! 

This moment refolute, next unrefolw’d : 

At laft he dips his foot; but as he dips, 

His fears redouble, and he runs away 

From th’ inoffenfive ftream, unmindful now 

Of all the flow’rs that paint the further bank, 

And {mild fo fweet of late.—Thrice welcome Death! 
That after many a painful bleeding ftep 

Condudis us to our home, and lands us fafe 

Qn the long-wifh’d for fhore.—Prodigious change! 


Our 
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Our bane turn’d to a blefling !——Death difarm’d 
Lofes her felnefs quite.——All thanks to him 

Who f{courg’d the venom out.—Sure the laff end 
of the good Man is Peace! —How calm his Exit! 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 

Nor weary worn-out winds expire fo foft. 

Behold him in the evening-tide of Life, 

A life well fpent, whofe early care it was 

His riper years fhould not upbraid his green : 

By unperceiv’d degrees he wears away ; 

Yet, like the fun, feems larger atvhis fetting. 
(High in his faith and hopes,) look how he reaches 
After the prize in view! and, like a bird 

That’s hamper’d, f{truggles hard to get away: 
Whillt the glad gates of fight, are wide expanded 
To let new glories in, the firft fair fruits 

OF the faft-coming harveft.——Then !—Oh then! 
Each earth-born joy grows vile, ar difappears, 
Shrunk to a thing of nought.——Oh! how he longs 
To have his paffport fign’d, and be difmifs’d ! 

*Tis dene! and now he’s happy !——The glad Soul 
Has not a with uncrown’d.——Ev’n the lag Fle/h 
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Refts too in Hope of meeting once again 

Its better half, never to funder more. 

Nor fhall it hope in vain: —The time draws on 
When not a fingle fpot of burial-earth, 
Whether on Land, or in the {pacious Sea, 

But mutt give back its long-committed duft 
Inviolate: — And faithfully fhall thefe 


Make up the full account ; — not the leaft atom 


Imbezzl’d, or miflaid, of the whole tale. 


Each ae thall have a Body ready furnifh’d 5 


Af not, how this can be ?-— Sure the fame pow’r 
That rear’d the piece at firlt, and took it down 


Can re-aflemble the loofe fcatter’ d parts, 


And put them as they were.——Almighty God 


Has done much more; nor is his arm impair’d 
Thro’ length of days: And what he can, he will: 
His Faithfulnefs ftands bound to fee it done. 

When the dread Trumpet founds, the flamb’ring 


(t 


duit, 


(Not unattentive to the call,) fhall wake : 
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With a new elegance of form, unknown 


To its firft {tate-——Nor fhall the confcious Sou! 

Miftake its partner, but amidft the Croud, 

Singling its other half, into its arms 

Shall rufh, with all th’ impatience of a Man 

That’s new come home, who, having long been 
abfent, 

With hafte runs over ev’ry different room, 

In pain to fee the whole.-——Thrice happy meeting! 


Nor Time, nor Death, fhall ever part them more. 


*Tis but a Night, a long and moonlefs Night, 


We make the Grave our bed, and then are gone. 


Thus, at the fhut of ev’n, the weary Bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in fome lonely brake 
Cow’rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 


Then claps his well-fledg’d wings, and bears away. 
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S to what regardsa certain low- 

nefs of {pirits, that contracts 

the heart, and dampsit; thefe two 
rules feem to me of importance. The 
firft is, to remedy this lownefs, by the 
means Providence furnifhes us: for 
example, not to overload ourfelves 
with toilfome affairs; that we may 
not fuccumb under an unequal bur- 
den.to husband not only the ftrength 
of the body; but, even that of the 
A 
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mind ;by not taking thingsupon our. 
felves, in which we fhould reckon 
too much on our own courage. to 
referve, always, hours for contem- 
plation; for reading; for encouraging 
ourfelves by good converfations ; e- 
ven being gay; in order to unbend, 
all at once, the mind along with the 
body; according to the occafion. 


WE mutt, befides, have fome fure, 
and difcreet perfon; to whom we 
may unbofom ourfelves, about eve- 
ry thing,that concerns not the fecret 
of another. for this unloading eafes, 
and enlarges the opprefs’d heart. 


PAINS too long kept in, often {well, 
even to burfting the heart. If they 
could be exhal’d, we fhou'd fee they 
do not merit all the bitternefs they 
have occafioned. 
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NOTHING draws a foul fo much 
out of a certain profound darknefs, 
as the fimplicity,and lowlinefs ; with 
which, {he expofes her difcourage- 
ments at the expence of her glory: 
demanding light and confolation, in 
the communion fhe ought to have, 
among the children of God. 


THE fecond rule is to bear peace- 
fully all the involuntary impreflions 
of dejection we fuffer ; in {pite of the 
helps and precautions,we have been 
juft now explaining. 


THE internal difcouragements 
make us go more fpeedily, than eve- 
ry thing elfe, in the way of faith: 
provided they do not make us ftand 
{till; and the involuntary flacknefs 
of the foul does not deliver her up 
to this dejection ; that feizes, as it 
Wes 
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were, by force,on the whole inter- 
nal. 


A STEP made in this ftate, is al- 
Ways a gigantic one; It is more worth 
than a thoufand made in a difpofi- 
tion more fweet and confoling. We 
have nothing to do then but defpife 
our difcouragement, and be always 
going on, in order to render this {tate 
of weaknefs more ufeful and grand, 
than that of courage and the moft 
heroic ftrength. 


O! how deceitful is that fenfible 
courage, that renders all eafy; that 
does and fuffers all; that is well- 
pleafed with itfelf for never hefita- 
ting. O! how it nourithes felf-con- 
fidence; anda certain upliftednefs of 
heart. This courage, that fometimes 


wonderfully edifies the public, nou- 
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rifhes within a certain fatisfaction 
and teftimony we render ourfelves, 
that is a fubtil poifon. 


WE relifh our own virtue, are com- 
placent in it, and well-pleafed with 
ourfelves for its itrength. 


A soUL, weaken’d and humbled, 
that finds no longer any refuge in 
herfelf, that fears, that 1s troubled, 
that isforrowful evento death, that 
crys out, in fine, as Jefus Chrift, 
when he was in the garden, O God! 
O my God! why haft thou forfaken 
me? is much more purified, more 
loofened from herfelf, more annihi- 
lated and dead to all felf-defire, than 
{trong fouls, who enjoy in peace the 
fruits of their virtue. 


amaprpy the foul! that God catfts 
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down; that God bruifes; from whom 
God has taken away all ftrength in 
herfelf, that fhe may no longer fup- 
port herfelf, but in him ;that fees her 
poverty, that is content with it; that 
bears, befides the croffes without, 
the great internal crofs of difcourage: 
ment; without which all the others 
would weigh nothing. 


ON DEJECTION. 
ON 
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DEJECTION OF MIND. 


I. You are in pain about two 
things; the one, to fhun diflipation; 
and, the other, to fupport yourfelf 
again{t dejection. for diflipation; you 
will never cure yourtelf of that by 
forced reflexions. hope not to per- 
form the work of grace by the * 
means and induftry of nature. con- 
tent yourfelf with giving your will 
to God without referve; and when 
the thoughts of any ftate of pain 
come into your mind, always think 
on it fo as that you would accept 
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of it, by an abandoning of yourfelf 
to his divine providence. 


TAKE great care, never to go to 
meet thefe thoughts of the crofs: but 
when God permits them to come 
upon you without your having 
fought for them, never let them patfs 
without fruit. 


ACCEPT, in fpite of the reluctan- 
cies and horrors of nature, whatever 
God prefents to your mind, as a tri- 
al by which he might exercife your 
faith. donot put yourfelf at all in pain 
to know if you fhall have ftrength to 
execute, in the occafion, what at a 
diftance you defire to do. the occa- 
fion when prefent will have its own 
grace.but the grace of the moment, 
in which you think of thefe croffes, 
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? 
is, heartily, to accept them, at the 
time, God fhall give you them. 


THs foundation laid ;walkon, in 
tranquillity, and confidence. provi- 
ded:this difpofition of your will be 
not changed, by voluntary attach- 
ments to fomething againft the or- 
der of God; it will fubfift, always. 


YOUR imagination will be wande- 
ring, ona thoufand vain objects. it 
wil, even, be more, or lefs agitated; 
according to the places you are in: 
and, according as it is more or lefs 
difordered, by objects, more ftriking, 
or languilhing. but, what, then? the 
imagination, as St. Therefe fays, is 
the fool of the houfe: fhe never cea- 
fes, making noife; and, {hining. the 
mind, itfelf, is drawn away by her. it 
cannot help feeing the objects fhe 
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prefents it. its attention to images is 
unavoidable, and this attention is a 
real ftraying. but, provided it be 
involuntary, it never feparates us 
from God: it is only the ftraying of 
the will that does all the harm. 


IF your will never concur to your 
ftraying, you never will ftray; and 
it will be the truth to fay of you, 
your contemplation has never de- 
cayed.every time you perceive your 
ftraying; let it fall, without comba- 
ting it;and,return gently, to the fide 
of God; without any ftruggle of 
mind. 


WHEN youare not fenfible of this 
ftraying; it will not be a ftraying of 
the heart. as foon as you perceive 
it; lift up your eyes toward God. 
the fidelity you have in re-entering 
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his prefence every time you are fen- 
fible of your ftate, will make you de- 
{erve the favour of a more frequent 
pretence. and this, if am not mif- 
taken, is the way to render this pre- 
fence very foon familiar. 


Tus ready fidelity to turn away 
from other objects, every time the 
{traying is obferved, will not be long 
ina foul without a frequent and ea- 
fy recollection. but it muft not be 
imagined we can enter into this 
{tate by efforts of our own. fuch 
a {trugeling would render you con- 
(trained, fcrupulous, uneafy in the 
affairs and converfations where you 
have occafion for being free. you 
would be always in fear left the pre- 
fence of God efcaped you; always 
running to recover it, you would 
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be inveloped in all the phantoms of 


your imagination. 


THus the prefence of God that 
ought, by its {weetnefs and light, to 
facilitate our application to all the 
other objects we have occafion to 
confider in the order of God, would 
render you, on thecontrary, always 
in agitation, and incapable of the 
external functions, ef your condi- 
tion. 


NEVER be uneafy then that this 
fenfible prefence of God has efcaped 
you; but, above all, be much upon 
your guard, again{t defiring a pre- 
fence of God, fupported by reafon 
and reflections. 


CONTENT yourfelf, in the courfe 


of the day and detail of your occu~ 
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pations, with a general nr confu- 
fed view of God; in fuch fort, that, 
if it were afked you then, what is 
the difpofition of your heart? it 
would bethe truth to fay, it tended - 
to God, altho’ you were then atten- 
tive to fome other object. 


po not put yourfelf at all in pain 
for the wanderings of your imagina- 
tion that you cannot command. we 
{tray often from fear of {traying, and 
after that, from regret of having done 
if. 


WHAT would you fay of a man, 
who, in a journey, inftead of going 
on always without {topping, fhould 
{pend his time in forefeeing the falls 
he might make? and, when he made 
any one, in returning to fee the place 
where he had fallen? 
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Go on, go on, would you fay to 
him. I fay the fame to you. go on, 
without looking behind you; and, 
without ftopping, walk, fays the 
apoftle, that you may the more a- 
bound. the abounding of the love 
of God will correct you more than 
your own inquietudes, and frequent 
returns on yourfelf. 


Tuts rule is fimple: but nature, 
accuftomed to do all, by fentiment 
and reflexion, finds it fimple, even 
to excels. 


we would affift ourfelves and give 
ourfelves more fpring. but ‘tis in this 
the goodnefs of the rule confifts, that 
it keeps in a {tate of pure faith;where 
we fupport ourfelves on Godalone; 
¢o whom we abandon ourfelves,and 
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where we dic to ourfelves, by fup- 
prefling whatever is of felf. 


BY this we do not multiply exter- 
nal actions, that might conftrain per- 
fons very much employed, or hurt 
their health. we turn thefe actions 
all to loving, but, to loving fimply. 
thus we are never overloaded. for 
we bear only what we love. this rule, 
taken right, is fufficient alfo for cu- 
ring dejection. 


Il. DejecTron, or melancholy, 
proceeds often from this, that, when 
feeking God, we do not feel him e- 
nough, to be content. the defire of 
feeling him is not the defire of pof- 
feffing him. but it is the defire of be- 
ing affured, for the love of ourfelves, 
that we poffefs him, in order to our 
own confolation. 
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NATURE, damped and difcouraged, 
is impatient to draw felf from pure 
faith, where fhe wants all fupport: 
the is, in that ftate, as in the air, fhe 
would feel her own advancement. 


AT the fight of her faults our pride 
frets; and we take this freting of our 
pride for a fentiment of penitence. 


WE would, from felf-love, have 
the pleafure of feeing ourfelves per- 
fect. we chide ourfelves for not be- 
ing fo. we are impatient, haughty, 
and out of humour at ourfelves and 
others. deplorable error! as if the 
work of God would be accomplith- 
ed by our chagrin! as if we could 
unite ourfelves to the God of peace 
by lofing our peace within. 


Marrua! Martha! why art thou 
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troubled about fo many things for 
the fervice of Jefus Chrift? one on- 
ly is needful, to love him, and keep 
attentive at his fect. 


WHEN we are intirely abandoned 
to God; all is done, without doing 
any thing. we let ourfelves be con- 
ducted with confidence. for what is 
to come, we will, without referve, 
whatever God fhall will; and we 
{hut our eyes that we may forefee 
nothing. we apply ourfelves, how- 
ever, in what is prefent, to accom- 
plifh his wall. 


SUFFICIENT for every day 1s its 
own good and evil. this daily accom- 
plifhment of the will of God, is the 
coming of his kingdom within us, 
and, at the fame time, our daily 


bread. 
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we would.think ourfelves infi- 
dels, and guilty of a Pagan diftruft, 
if we defired to penetrate into the 
futurity that God conceals from us. 
we leave itto him. it is his to make 
{weet or bitter, fhort or long. let him 
do what is good in his own eyes. 


THE moft perfect preparation for 
this futurity, whatever it be, is to 
die to all wills of our own, that we 
may wholly give ourfelves up to that 
of God. 


as manna had all taftes; this ge- 
neral difpofition contains all graces, 
and all fentiments, fuitable to all 
{tates God may place us in hereaf- 
ter. 


{Il. WHEN we are thus ready for 
all, it is in this bottom of the abyfs 
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we begin to take footing. we areas 
calm about the paft as about the fu- 


ture. 


WE fuppofe of ourfelves all the 
worft we can; but we throw our- 
felves blindly into the arms of God: 
we forget ourfelves; we lofe our- 
felves: and this is the moft perfect 
penitence, this oblivion of ourfelves. 
for all converfion confifts, only in re- 
nouncing ourfelves to be employed 
in God. this oblivion is the martyr- 
dom of felf-love. we would love a 
hundred times better, to contradict, 
condemn, torment ourfelves, mind 
and body, than forget ourfelves. 


Tuts oblivion isan annihilation of 
felf-love, in which it finds no refuge. 
then the heart enlarges ; we are eafed 
by unburdening the whole weight 
C2 


20 FENELON 

of ourfelves, with which we were op- 
prefled.we are aftonifhed, to fee how 
ftraight and fimple the way is. we 
believed, there was occafion for a 
continual ftrugele, and always fome 
new action. on the contrary, Wwe per- 
ceive, there is little to do; that it is 
fuflicient, without reafoning, either 
on the paft, or the future, to look 
on God with confidence ; as a good 
father, who leads us, in the prefent 
moment, as by the hand. 


ir by any ftraying of the mind we 
lofe fight of him, without fteppine 
at this, we turn again toward him 
from whom we had wandered. if we 
commit faults, the penitence we 
have for them is all of love; we turn 
again toward God; and he makes 
us feel what is his will. 
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‘pire fin appears hideous: but the 

humiliation rifing from it, and for 

which God has permitted it, ap- 
peats good. 


as much as the reflections of pride 
on our own faultsare bitter, reftlefs, 
and chagrin, fo much is the return 
of the foul to God, after its faults, 
recollected, peaceful, and fuppor- 
ted by confidence. 


you will find, by experience, how 
much this fimple and peaceful re- 
turn will facilitate your correction, 
more than all your vexations for 
the faults that prevail on you. 


oNLY be faithful in turning your- 
felf, with fimplicity, toward God, 
the moment you perceive your 
fault. it will be in vain for you, to 
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chicane with yourfelf. it is not with 
yourtfelf you ought to take your mea- 
fures. when you torment yourfelf 
about your own miferies, I fee no 
body in your council, but you a- 
lone with yourfelf. poor council! in 
which God is not. 


wHo will reach out his hand to 
help you out of the mire? will it be 
you? ha! ’tis you yourfelf who are 
funk into it, and cannot get out. be- 
fides, this mire is yourfelf. the whole 
fource of your misfortune, is, you 
cannot get out of yourfelf. 


po you hope to get out of it by 
converfing always with yourfelf? 
and nourifhing your fenfibility, by 
the fight of your weaknefles? you 
do nothing, but increafe your ten- 
dernefs for yourfelf, by‘all thefe re- 


ON DEJECTION. 23 


turns. but the leaft view of God 
would calm your heart, difordered 
by your being thus bufy about your- 
felf. his prefence works, always, the 
going out of ourfelves; and, this is 
what we want. go out of yourfelf, 
then, and you will be in peace. but, 
how fhall we go out of ourfelves? we 
need only turn gently, on the fide 
of God, and form, by little and little, 
the habit of it ; by our fidelity in re- 
turning to him, every time we per- 
ceive ourfelves ftray’d. 


as for the natural dejection occa- 
fioned by melancholy, it proceeds 
only from the body. thus, regimen 
and medicines diminifh it. 


IT is true, it always returns; but 
itis not voluntary. When God gives 
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it, we fupport it in peace, as the fe- 
ver, and other bodily diforders. 
THE imagination Js in a profound 
darknefs. itis all hung in mourning. 
but the will, that.is nourifh’d only 
by pure faith, is well fatisfy’d to. un- 
dergo the trial of all thefe imprefii- 
ons. thus, we are in peace; becaufe 
immediately we are with ourfelves, 
and refign’dto God. 


THE queftion is not, what we feel; 
but, what we will. we will whate- 
ver we have; we will nothing of 
what we have not. we would not 
be delivered by ourfelves, from what 
we fufler, becaufe it belongs only to 
God, to diftribute croffes and con- 
folations. we are in joy, amid tri- 
bulations; as the apoftle fays: nota 
joy of the fenfes, buta joy of pure 
will. 
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THE impious, amid their plea- 
fures, have a conftrained will, be- 
caufe they are never content with 
their condition. they would drive a- 
way certain difgufts, and tafte {till 
fome pleafures they want. 


on the contrary, the faithful foul 
has a will conftrained in nothing; 
fhe accepts freely every kind of pain 
God gives her. fhe wills it, fheloves 
it, fhe embraces it, fhe would not 
quit it, even tho’ it coft her but a 
fingle defire: becaufe, that defire 
would be a felfifh one; and, contrary 
toher abandon to providence, which 
fhe will never prevent, in any thing. 


iF any thing is capable of fetting 
the heart at lard and making it free; 
sh is aS abandon. it sheen es in the 
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depths of the fea. (an expreffion of 
Hfaiah.) Ifany thing can render a 
man’s mind ferene, diflipate its feru- 
ples and its dark fears, foften its 
pains by the unc¢tion of love, give 
him a certain vigour in all his acti- 
ons, and fhed the joy of the Holy 
Spirit, even on his countenance, and 
in his words; it is this fimple, free, 
and child-like conduct, in the arms 


of God. 


BUT, we reafon too much, and 
hurt ourfelves with reafoning. there 
isa temptation to reafoning we mutt 
be afraid of, as of other temptati- 


O1S. 


THERE is an occupation about 
ourfelves, nice, reftlefs, and diftruft- 
ful; which is a temptation fo much 
the more fubtile, that we do not 
look on it as one; and that on the 
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contrary, we fink into it, more and 
more; becaufe we take it for the vi- 
gilance commanded in the Gofpel. 


IV. Tue vigilance Jefus Chrift 
enjoins, is a faithful attention to love 
always, and accomplifh the will of 
God, in the prefent moment; ac- 
cording to the figns we have of it. 


but, it confifts not in troubling and 


putting ourfelves to the torture; and 
being inceflantly employed about 
ourfelves, rather than lift our eyes 
toward God; from whom comes 
our only help againft ourfelves. 


wHy, under pretence of vigilance, 
will we be obftinate to difcover in 
ourfelves, what it is not the will of 
God we fhould fee, during this life? 
Why lofe, by that, the fruit of pure 
faith, and inward peace? Why turn 


away from the prefence of God; 
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which, it is his will to render con- 
tinual to us. he has not faid, Be 
yourfelves always the object before 
which you fhall walk: but, he has 
faid, Walk BEFoRE mE, and become 
perfect. 


pAviD, fullof his {pirit, has faid: 
T faw God always before me. and, 
again; My eyes are always lifted to- 
ward the Lord, that he may guard 
my feet from the nets. the danger 
is at his feet. his eyes, however, are 
on high. it is lefs ufeful to confider 
our danger, than the afliftance of 
God. befide, we fee all reunited in 
Gad. we fee, there, both human mi- 
fery, and the divine goodneis. a fingle 
olance of a foul uprightand pure, be 
it never fo fimple, perceives all in 
this infinite light. 


BUT,on thecontrary, what can we 
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fee in our own darknefs? except, our 
very darknefs. O my God? provid- 
ed, I never ceafe to fe aes I fhall 
never ceafe to fee my one all my 
miferies. and L fhall fee myfelf much 
better in thee,than in myfelf. true vi- 
gilance, is, to fee in thee, thy will, 
that I may accomplifh it; and, not 
reafon, without end, on the ftate of 
my own. 


C 
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WHEN external occupations hin- 
der me from feeing thee alone, by 
fhutting, in contemplation, the ave- 
nues of my fenfes; yet, even then, 
at leatt, I fhall fee thee, O Lord! do- 


ing all, in all. 


IsHALL every where fee, with 
joy ,thy willaccomplith’d, both with- 
in me, and without. I fhall incef- 
fantly fay, Amen; as the bleffed. 
fhall always fing in my heart, the 
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fong of the celeftial Sion. I fhall blefs 
thee, even in the wicked; who, by 
their bad will, accomplifh, ftill in 
{pite of themfelves, thy will, all-juft, 
all-holy, and all-powerful. in the 
chatte liberty of the fpirit, thou giveft 
thy children, I fhall act and fpeak in 
fimplicity, chearfulnefs and confi- 
dence. ‘Tho’ I pafs thro’ the fhades 
‘of death, I will fear nothing; for, 
‘thou art always with me. I will 
‘ never feek any danger; never en- 
‘ terintoany engagements, but with 
‘fions of thy providence; that they 
‘may be my ftrength and confola- 
© tion in it. even, in the ftates, where 
‘thy call will fupport me; I will 
‘ give, to recollection, contemplati- 
‘on and retirement, all the days, the 
‘hours, the moments, thou {halt 
‘ leave me, free. I will never quit this 
‘bleffed ftate, farther than thou 
‘ fhalt call me, thyfelf, to fome exter- 
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‘ nal function. then, I will go out of 
thee, in appearance; but, thou 
wilt go out with me. and, in this 
apparent out-going, thou wilt carry 
me in thy bofom. 1 will notfeek 
myfelf, in my commerce with the 
creatures. I will not be afraid, re- 
collection diminith my agreeable- 
nefs among them, and make my 
converfation dry. for, my willis 
not to pleafe them, farther than } 
muft do it, to pleafe thee. 

‘yp thou wilt make ule of me, for 
thy work on them, I furrender my- 
felf, and without reflexion on my- 
felf, will, in fimplicity, pour forth 
on them, whatever of thy gifts thou 
haft made to flow on me. I will 
not walk, groping, by falling al- 
ways back on myfelf. however 
dangerous and diffipating this func- 
tion may be, I will behave myfelf 
“in fimplicity before thee, with an 
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‘upright intention; knowing how 
‘ good the Father is, before whom 
‘IT walk; and, that he defires no 
fubtlty in his own. 

‘1F on the contrary, thou wilt not 
“make ufe of me for others, I will 
“not offer myfelf. I will not go be- 
fore, inany thing. I will do, 
peace, the other things, to which 
thou haft bounded me. for, accor. 
ding to the attraction of the ftate 
of abandon, thou’ haft given me, 
I defire, nor refufe, nothing. Iam 
ready forall, and I confent to be 
: ufelefs to all. 

* souGHT .for, rejected, known, 
not known, applanded, inveighed 
gain{t, what is it to me?’tis THEE, 

: I fee ek, and not myfelf;. thee, and 
not thy gifts; diftinouith’d from 
thee and from thy love, all condi- 

tions are indifferent to me. 
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